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Dancing in the sunbeams bright, 

Rippling over stones, 
QIadness shedding by its light, 

Musio in its tones, 

Downward leaps a little stream, 

Oiant river's source. 
Pure as childhood's morning dream. 

Heedless as its course. 

Stealing out and stealing in. 
Kissing wild flowers' lips ; 

Now it leaps a foaming linn, 
And now on ferns drips : 

Now fouler, broader, deeper. 

Slowly on It rolls; 
Of stains become a keeper. 

Of exacted tolls. 

Swept from heather waste and fell, 

Swept from richer loam, 
Gathered by commanding spell 

For Its ocean home :— 
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Ooean, home of treasured spoils 

Tribute rivers pay, 
Won from earth by stealers' toils, 

On their homeward way. 

The mountains are its cradle, 

Olacier oaves its bed ; 
Its infant life, a fable 

In wild legends read. 

Down from mist and snow it leaps, 

Down to sunny vale; 
On through grassy mead it sweeps, 

Then its footsteps fail. 

Then is all its music hushed, 

Or deepened to a moan ; 
Joy is out of movement crushed. 

Sorrowful its tone. 

River, image of a man, 

Staining as he grows. 
Well thy waters mirror can 

All he does or knows. 

From the varied fields of thought. 

From each scene of life, 
He contracts polluting blot. 

Floating on its strife. 

Strength and weakness mingle there, 
Deeps and shallows meet : 

Straws may breed in him despair; 
Hills he can unseat. 
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ADELA; or, 

THE COUNT'S 
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^befa; or, €1^ Comte 



Bravest of Knights -was the Count of France; 

Hia crest they followed where shield and lance 

Are broken in strife or dipped in blood, 

Or engulfed in war's devouring flood. 

When fields are blackened with heaps and specks, 

A battle's slaughtered and mangled wrecks, 

Where mortal bodies of soul are reft, 

And clay to fatten the soil is left. 

As fierce is the Count in peaceful halls, 

If a cloud athwart bis temper falls. 

If a peasant dare his rights arraign. 

Or the laws deny of his demesne. 

If retainers dare his will refuse. 

And way of their own, like free men, choose. 

With heart of stone, and with hand of steel. 

To none on earth will the noble kneel ; 

Nor love, nor pity his bosom sways 

With sweetness of softer nature's ways: 
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Or if to a King he bend his knee, 

The blindest at court his pride may see. 

To God himself, when the noble prayed, 

He inclined his head, as not dismayed 

To assert his rights, to question God's, 

If there existed between them odds. 

Scorning his fellows, puffed out with pride, 

The Count condescends abroad to ride. 

As suns condescMid to rise on earth. 

And famine divert from home and hearth. 

For the Count, disi)enser of light and heat. 

As clods of the field doth peasants treat. 

A smile was a boon that gave them life, 

A frown— more sharp than the sharpest knife — 

Would charm a soul from its body case. 

Or the serpent's slime on nature trace. 

So proud the Count, he dared not be crossed ; 

Who dared, was counted a creature lost. 

He, who belittles God's image in man. 

The embers of vengeance to flames will fan. 

And a fire awake with its pillared spires. 

To devour the seed of the guilty sires, 

Whose scorning of greatness, fashioned by God, 

Has long been forgot under graveyard sod. 



A daughtei* he had, one daughter, fair, 
Nor God nor man did the graces spare 
That adorn a face, enrich a heart. 
Or brighten a dress with wealth of art. 
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Her beauty so sweet no jewels needs. 

Nor gold nor garments beholder heeds. 

Gentle she was, and loving withal ; 

To serve her in field, to serve in hall 

Was favour besought by old and young. 

By bravest lance, by craftiest tongue. 

To hold her palfrey would Knights contend. 

To serve at table a Squire would bend. 

Though his name were name of high degree. 

If a smile from her were but his fee. 

Her auburn ringlets, like wire-drawn gold. 

On ivory shoulders waved and rolled. 

When, with beaming eye and laughing lip. 

She bade little feet alternate slip 

From under a skirt, that swept the floor. 

Where dancers in rhythmic cadence pour. 

And the priest, who said the morning mass, 

Seeing a vision of glory pass 

To worship God by the altar side. 

Believed he beheld an angel glide 

From around the throne, with them to raise 

A sweeter song in their Prince's praise. 

That form of grace would an artist-eye 

For ever survey, nor could deny 

To itself the sweetness of a look 

That lives, as lives not a printed book, 

In eager longing to mould the same 

As surest passport to deathless fame. 

Perfection of grace no tongue can tell ; 

Vainly shall pen on its beauties dwell : 
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To see is enough, to feel alone, 

Mould it he must in impassioned stone. 

like the sun was she at pleasant noon, 

Her smile dispensing a glory's boon 

To brighten despair with hope of good. 

To shield the weak from oppression's mood. 

No garden rose showed a fairer bloom. 

Nor did morning's face more beauteous loom 

Through opened curtains of twilight skies, 

Saluted by earth's rejoicing cries. 

Than the rose that bloomed in those proud halls, 

Where the light of love on darkness falls ; — 

The Count's one daughter, Adela named, 

For grace, for sweetness, for goodness, famed : 

A father hated, a daughter loved, 

like an iron hand, with velvet gloved, 

The man abhorred for his dark despite, 

The girl adored as a sun for light! 



Many the lovers who wooed her eye, 
Costly the offers her love to buy. 
Deep the sighings by suitors uttered. 
Troubled the hearts with hope that fluttered. 
In battle, in lists, her name they spoke. 
Her colours they wore, confessed her yoke ; 
For her they splintered each Knight his lance. 
Of her they boasted at feast and dance. 
Their blood they shed, they drank their wine. 
For sight or honour of form divine : 
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But her heart was free, her hand unpledged ; 

No arrow was shot with danger edged. 

Danger from look love dared not abide, 

Danger from touch to a loTeless pride. 

From look and touch, that compel to feel . 

The heart is flesh, is not stone or steel, 

Ruin to pride in its boast to stand 

Cold to the hottest of wooers' band. 

But sudden as shock of an earthquake rush, 

A look and a touch the maiden crush. 

Open her bosom to love's approach, 

And wipe from its annals love's reproach. 

Nor siege was laid, nor was parley beat : 

No tread was heard of advancing feet. 

Adamant walls in the maiden's heart. 

That yielded not to the subtlest art. 

Went down as with rush of an earthquake shock. 

And fast-closed gates to besieger unlock. 



Saint-Yalery heard her beauty's fame, 

At banquet praised, in tourney and game ; 

To her father's halls by doubting led. 

Nor dreaming that she with him should wed. 

He found of the truth so little was told 

That alloy of talkers defaced the gold. 

Hating the father, her he adored : 

The fall of her eye his love implored 

Which of them darted the loving look, 

A summons the heart to deliver, 
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May not be disclosed in poet's book, 
For the arrows from Cupid's quiver 
Cross and recross with speed of the light, 
From eye to heart as they wing their flight. 
Who flred the train that to loving burst, 
What bosom cherished the sweetness first, 
May not be told, for it is unknown 
How look and touch into love had grown. 
No nursing needing, no time for growth 
Nor pledge demanding, nor surety oath : 
Securer than pledge, than oath more sure 
Are heart-beats true in a bosom pure. 
The fabled goddess of wisdom sprung. 
Full grown and armed, when the hammer rung 
Its birth-throe strokes on her father's brain, 
A child to fight, and a queen to reign. 
So love arose, from its birth full grown, 
A wonder their looks and touches own. 
The maiden was captived by the Knight, 
And enthralled was he— a maiden's right- 
Each to the other a prize of war. 
Borne off by other on victor's car, 
Who would not redemption grant or greet 
From chains so pleasant, thraldom so sweet. 



Saint- Valery with the lady wed, 
lake doves in forest their life was sped. 
Whatever her choice, hers his became. 
Whatever was his, hers was the same. 
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My lord prefers, the lady would say ; 
My lady's liking, her lord would pray. 
Most loving speeches her lord would add ; 
To pleasure his lady only glad. 
And in gentlest speech would she let drop, 
How her joy at pleasing him would stop. 
Most wise in peace, most courteous in hall. 
Fiercely his blows in the battle fall ; 
None in a tourney better can wield 
A spear in rest, a covering shield ; 
And none more pleasantly leads the dance 
Among the gallants of courtly France. 
So proud was she of her husband's name. 
So rich was he in his lady's fame. 
The world of both, by other bounded. 
With their own voices only sounded. 
The world around was a shadow dim. 
And Adela's world knew nought save him ; 
Maidens and wives, as spirits, flitted 
Across a stage, for them unfltted, 
like painted shadows on screens of glass, 
In the darkness bidden brightly pass, 
When lenses on living groups are set 
And focused shadows the lenses net : 
Moving and gay on the sci*een they troop, 
Shadows that dazzle, a pigmy group. 
Themselves alone were the real things, 
Others were noises an echo flings. 
For them alone were woodlands growing. 
Sunshine gleaming or rivers flowing. 
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In a garment wrapped of self-delight, 

Their view confined to the pleasant sight 

Of a loving face, a loving heart, 

That gave of its love to none a part. 

That loving pair, in their selfish joy, 

With blessings received in lightness toy. 

Crumbs of blessings from their table fall ; 

These crumbs of blessing to gladness call 

Retainers, around their greatness placed. 

Or weary peasants who till the waste, 

Where moor and sand by the sea are stretched. 

And seawrack from ocean's treasure fetched 

To persuade a soil they grudged to sow. 

To yield the duties these peasants owe. 

In truest self-love together grown. 

The claims of others to crumbs they own ; 

But of others they think not as of things 

A world within their sphere of loving brings, 

Though a world, where love thus selfish dwelt. 

An overflow from their loving felt. 

The glory of love cannot be hid. 

Though selfish working its sun forbid. 

By clouds that over its pathway course. 

To shine with brilliance of midday force. 



Horses and horsemen, a merry group 
In dresses gay, their armour glancing, 
Under forest shade, a thoughtless troop. 
On summer turf the light-beams dancing. 
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Deeper and deeper through woodland ride. 
Scorning its robbers in swordsmen's pride. 
Her father's castle the horsemen seek, 
Guarding their lady, so loved, so meek. 
That harm befall not angel so good 
From beast or robber in desert wood. 
If wolf presume to attempt her harm, 
Or robber refuse to own a charm 
Which ruled the castle, which ruled the field. 
Unseen but felt, a protecting shield. 
An angel hand for innocents told 
To guard them safe in destroyer's hold. 
Through summer forest the riders pass. 
Gaily they gallop on velyet grass. 
From light to shade, under hues of green 
As bright, as sweet as emerald-sheen ; 
From shade to light, of the joy a sign. 
That brightens life with a glow divine. 
They talk of feast, of tourney, of dance. 
Joyless and dull, unsunned by the glance 
That Beauty on earth's enjoyments shoots, 
And summons from hiding pleasure's fruits. 
" Who was the Beauty that thus could throw 
Over the earth so pleasant a glow," 
They ask as they ride, nor answer need ; 
To each of them answer came with speed, 
*' Our lady will sit as Beauty's queen. 
Sun of our lives she ever has been." 
With peace above, with delight below, 
a rippling stream the riders go. 
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With days so pleasant, and skies so bright. 
Life was a dream of sweetest delight, 
The world was filled with love and beauty. 
It held not talk of work and duty. 
Time was crowded with happiest joys, 
The hour was striking that proved them toys. 
From sunniest heaven the lightning fell. 
Changing the scene by enchanter's spell. 
Turning a world of love into hate. 
No reason known save decree of fate. 



Tables are laid, feasters arriving, 

Fatlings are slain, hunters are striving, 

From stag and from fowl to load the board 

With richest of forests' treasiu*e-hoard. 

Loudly the seneschal varlets calls 

To dress the entrance, adorn the halls ; 

An army of servers orders he 

To attend each guest of high degree. 

Gilding the court with costly array, 

Nobles and ladies, gallant and gay 

Are trooping from hall and palace, near. 

Invited to grace a neighbour's cheer. 

But highest of all, the fairest, best. 

The lady beloved, the choicest guest. 

Is looked for, longed for, but cometh not. 

Of ladies that came, little they thought ; 

Little we care for the stars of night. 

Did the sun by day refuse us light ; 
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But stars of night are pleasant to view, 
Should the sun his wonted course pursue. 
They fretted, they blamed^ for all went wrong. 
The feast hung heayy, the time was long. 
What can have happened ? Has she forgot ? 
Is there a crook in the lady^s lot? 



The feast is served, the wine cup passes, 

The master at high table sups ; 
A gnawing worm his soul harasses. 

Though wines are brimming golden cups. 
Refused, from the upper table go 
Daintiest morsels to men below, 
Whose life was only eating and drinking well, 
Fighting or gambling, as old romances tell, 
But not morosely indulging pride 
For chances, that must to man betide. 
The wines were choice, nor better could be, 
And wines with dulness nowhere agree. 
But heat of wine dissolves not the cloud, 
That passion rolls on a bosom proud, 
If its swelling humiliation meet. 
Or Pride to the world admits defeat. 
The Count was cruel, the Count was fierce, 
His daughter's bosom his sword could pierce ; 
She came not to grace her father's board : 
And, as fires to pent-up steam afford 
More power to ravin, to rend, to kill, 
Delay was nursing more rage for ill, 
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For an outburst spreading havoc wide : 

Less fraught with ruin is fire than pride. 

More sullen his mood ; more gloomy become. 

From his dose-pressed lips bursts an angry hum. 

Messengers ride not to say him why ; 

How wicked his look t How hard his eye t 

A reason he asks not : she has not come ; 

To obey was hers ; it is duty's sum. 

And ladies wish they too had forgot, 

The day has gloom to their feasting brought. 

Squires are silent, and nobles are dull. 

The talking is low, a broken lull ; 

Or, if a jest from a lip escape. 

The talking with dulness then they drape. 

Laughter that rose was a laughter forced, 

Hiding yexations that heartward coursed, 

And dared not rise to a telltale tongue, 

Or down the hall be in whisi)er8 flung. 

A cloud at the banquet hid the sun ; 

Day was bewailing a deed now done. 



Tramp of horses and shoutings of men I 
Somewhat hath chanced out of common ken. 
Ladies are crowding the window bays. 
Seeking an outlet in doubters' maze, 
Reading a picture in courts below. 
Broken and blurred like a life of woe. 
The Count is grasping his daughter's hand. 
And armoured horsemen around them stand. 
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No foam on their steeds, riding for life ; 

A summer guard for a bride or wife I 

They glance at the group, whisi)er their fears ; 

Hands are lifted to wipe away tears 

That steal to the eye from sorrowing hearts 

Spring of affection, oft shaded by arts 

That women parade in outward show, 

Swell of a storm, that rages below. 

For a horseman's cloak the lady hides. 

As a horseman clad the lady rides. 

Her husband, beside her, pale and sad. 

Rides not as one to a banquet, glad : 

Blood on his face and stains on his dress, 

Like one who has passed in battle's press. 

They lifted her down ; they bore her in, 

Fainting she seemed, and her face so thin ;— 

Had a ghost arisen on forest path. 

And wasted her beauty with fiendish wrath ? 

Then, down from her shrouded figure flowed 

The cloak, that a story of horror showed. 

No silk, or satin, or damask rich. 

With fairy grandeur, their eyes bewitch : 

In common robes was the lady dressed. 

For humblest cottage a fitting guest, 

A cotton bodice, that peasants wear. 

Befouled with cooking a rustic's fare, 

And coloured sleeves, paraded for show 

When women to mass or market go. 

Her lower robe was of drugget poor. 

Ragged with work in forest or moor ; 
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Her face was bleeding, her fingers torn ; 
A lifeless burden within was borne. • 



" Arrived at the feast t and with these scars, 
As who with bandits was waging wars t" 
Her father thunders, crossed in his plan. 
Or since there chanced him the lot of man : 
Impatient till he the cause shall learn. 
And weight of his anger who shall earn. 
Reluctant, he answers, sad and slow. 
As messenger bringing tale of woe. 
His daughter's husband, wounded and pale, 
With looks that his lady^s lot bewail. 
" Forth from the hostel rode we alone : 
Thy castle near, we were careless grown. 
Nor terror felt of mischance arising 
From summer skies, or robbers' devising. 
Behind us, our servants, when we rode, 
Within the hostel made brief abode. 
The forest reached, it was sweet and still ; 
Nought heard we there but the rippling rill, 
And the cushat's coo, or a songbird's tale 
Of love to its lady, love or wail. 
Nor saw we aught but emerald green. 
And the azure blue's delightful sheen, 
Toned by islands of snowiest white. 
That softened the dreamland's blinding light. 
At the pathway^s bend, sheltered by trees, 
Footmen and horsemen my lady seize. 
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A dozen assail me, horse and foot :— 

To tell of battle, what may it boot? 

Could one weak arm repel their blows, 

Hade weaker by screams from her that rose. 

When ruffian hands my wife enclose? 

My tongue they gagged, they corded my arms. 

They left me helpless, prey to alarms. 

Plundered of money, a scanty loss. 

Spoiled of my jewel, become life's cross. 

In a thicket thrown, they let me lie 

To feed the wolves, or of hunger die. 

With wounds forespent, yea, weak with fighting, 

The wrong despairing now of righting, 

An age went past in my anguished brun 

Revolving its loss, revolving vain. 

An age went past till a footfall nears. 

And a fainting voice my spirit cheers, 

Shadow of voice that was once so sweet. 

Not the winsome voice that stirred my feet 

To run in the way of its commands. 

Or strength awoke in my feebled hands. 

like morning breaking from deepest night. 

Blacker the darkness, nearer the light, 

Adela come, but not as she went, 

Broken in body, how bowed, how bent 1 

It was morning come, but morning sour ; 

There were mist and rain, and drooped each flower. 

And closed its bolls, and its i>eauty shaded. 

In the storm dejected, pale, and faded. 

They liad stripped her naked, turned her loose ; 



18 



Adela; or^ The Counts Daughter. 



She spent this season of evil truce 
In seeking her lord within the wood ; 
Defiled and bleeding, by me she stood. 
My bands she loosed, bewailing her fate ; 
She urged escape from the monsters' hate. 
I wrapped her round in my horseman's cloak, 
For tramp of hoofs from a distance broke. 
Had villains come to complete their sin? 
To take her life as her honour win?" 
The count had spoken ; he bridled his tongue ; 
The words unsaid in their birth-throes hung. 
In his eyes there lived what his lips had slain, 
"Her death had been to her father gain." 
The sorrowing husband speech resumed. 
Unseen the death by these glances doomed : 
"The men, my servants, galloping fast. 
Our shrouding thicket had well-nigh passed ; 
What mattered it then to chide delay, 
And reproach on these wine-laggards lay. 
Whose hour of pleasure had ruined life — 
But what shall be said of thine, sweet wife? 
Slowly we rode lest my lady faint, 
Bver she prayed her favourite saint 
For death to come to discharge her shame. 
And leave untarnished her woman's name. 
We watered the grass with tears we shed : 
Vainly her griefs to assuage I pled." 



No word he answers, but murmers low. 
As down to the feast the Count doth go, 
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" She prayed for Death to discharge her shame. 
And leave untarnished her woman's name.** 
With careless sneer on a haughty f ace* 
He begged his guests to forgive the space 
Withdrawn from feasting to know the chance 
That clouded the hall, delayed the dance. 
To eager asking came careless out, 
" Beset in forest by robber rout, 
Adela, frighted by flash of steel, 
And seeing robbers for mercy kneel. 
Fainted at sight of the blood and blows 
When a sword point in their bosom goes.** 
They knew it false : they pretended faith ; 
It was only truth that suffered scathe. 
" Of my purposed feast the bandits knew, 
On the road they lurk, an evil crew, 
A prey to snatch by a sudden swoop, 
From ambush smiting a festive group.** 
Each lady shuddered ; her fears she pressed. 
Deep in the depths of her inmost breast; 
The rose, that thus off its stalk was lopped. 
Might have been by each in coming dropped : 
The dove that thus in the forest bled 
Each might have been, a hawk might have fed. 
Weary the days, more weary the nights. 
Ere were blotted out that morning's sights 
On the fevered fancy of a wife. 
Distraught by image of lifted knife 
Threatening her heart, her husband sla3ring. 
Her household peace in rum laying ; 
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Bre colour tinted again the rose, 
Or its closing cup again outblows : 
But, blotted out from a written heart. 

Records graven with the pen of wrong ! 
To neither lapse of time, nor cunning art. 

Doth the power of blotting out belong. 

A summer morning ! who can despair ? 

A sky unclouded, transparent air 

Lessening distance, heightening joy. 

Scattering clouds of family care 

In poorest cottage where man and boy 

Draw vigour of life from ocean's breath. 

For battle renewed with force of Death. 

Ocean so blue, and so ripple-free. 

The children called it a crystal sea ; 

Forgetful they in its childlike charms 

Of forces that nerve its giant arms. 

When they smite the rocks that guard the shore, 

And scale the cliffs with a giant's roar. 

And frighten the stoutest on that coast, 

Lest earth be stormed by a billowy host. * 

With angel's face, but with heart of fiend, 

From sorrow the Ck>unt his daughter weaned. 

Pretending love till the times were ripe, 

And his hatred could the stain outwipe, 

* " The coast of Upper Normandy was steep. A high diflf ravined, cleft and 
towering, forming an immense white rampart all the way to Dunkirk, while in 
each hc41ow a village or a port lay hidden : Etretat, Fecamp, Saint>VaIery 
Tr^rt, Dieppe, and the rest."— Maupassant, Pitrrg tt Jean^ p. 58(E.T.) 
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Ab outwiped, he awore, the st^n should be 
By- innocence drowned -in death's dark sea. 
" H7 daughter," he siud, " among my wealth 
Are seashore villages, springs of health. 
Where a shattered aoul recovers tone 
From vigonr, to Nature's breezes known. 
Were it not well, in the summer sun. 
Our journey seaward from Rue begun. 
That a lady, laid on Ocean's breast. 
Woo health from him for a soul oppressed? 
The deepest forest shall thy husband scour 
To smite the varlets, who defy my power." 
" Hy father," she answered, guileless, " yea ; 
Reap we the blessings of summer day : 
And from ocean's breath the vigour win. 
That may deaden pangs for resisted sin." 
The truth he spake, but with falsehood mixed. 
To gild a lie for a purpose fixed. 
Which should miss its aim were txuth but told. 
As coiners varnish copper with gold. 
The barge is launched ; the rowers strun 
To quicken her march across the main ; 
Music of oars in a rhythmic play 
In cadence rises with singers' lay. 
Under air so soft that waters laugh. 

The barge is running a seaward course. 
And fresher life the travellers quaff, 

TiU cheeks confess its returning force. 
And roses bloom on a deathly face. 
Where life resumes its departed grace. 
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To harp, and lute^ and minstrels' strains 
The barge its seaward flight maintains. 
With careless laughter in girUsh glee, 
As bubbles from oars behind them flee : 
Above and below is nature's smile ; 
The land is retreating mile by mile. 
A speck in the distance, dimly seen. 
Grows large and black on the ocean's green. 
Nearer it draws, and another barge. 
With men on board, and a somewhat large, 
Brect in its waist, comes into view,— 
End of a course the rowers pursue. 
They lay her alongside, ease their toil, 

And their ocean-concert closes ; 
Now oars are shipped, and a hempen coil- 
Fled from the cheek are roses- 
Binds them as fast as though they were one ; 
While women whisper, what is begun, 
For faces are black, eyes are depressed, 
Nothing is pleasant, save ocean's breast. 



Her father rose : a frown on his brow, 

Bach rower ready from stem to prow : 

For death had come to their summer trip. 

And taken command of crew and ship. 

" Lady," he said, " thy death shall efface 

Shame of a deed, our house's disgrace." 

She knelt at his feet, entreated his love. 

And gased in the eyes that frowned from above : 
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So eager her gaze, for life was at stake, 
Eloquent speeches, unspoken, she spake ; 
And the maiden that waited, pale with fear, 
In her mistress's cause pleaded many a tear, 
Eoieeling beside her, with hands in prayer : 
God had heard her and banished desiudr. 
But cold was his look, and stem his lip ; 
Deadly the words from his tongue that slip— 
*' Death is thy refuge ; thy death is my hope ; 
With shame so defiling no honour can cope.** 
To the rowers he signalled, " Now, good speed!" 
To plaintive beseechings he gave not heed, 
To silent appeal from his own flesh and blood. 
That shuddered and shrunk from the great ocean 

flood. 
Ungentle their handling to thrust her in : 
The deed ! It was fouler than foulest sin. 
A hogshead stood in the barge*s waist ; 
Coffin ! within it shall she be placed 
To sink or swim as fate may decree. 
Or as warring winds and waves agree. 

One shriek, one only, the lady gave, 
lifted by friends to a coffin grave, 
lifted by flends to a flendlike doom, 
Thrust by adorers to endless gloom. 
No trumpet of rescue ocean blew. 
Nor flery knight to release her flew. 
No monster rose on the ocean's breast 
In answer to cry of wife distressed. 
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No sparks of fire from the furnace of light 

The de^ and the doers with judgment blight 

No bolt from above, in anger shot, 

Of murderers cleared that desert spot; 

Or left their burning bodies to show 

An avenger's hand in working woe. 

The sky above, and the ocean wide 

Smiled on a father's murderous pride. 

But the smile of heaven precedes its fro^vn, 

Luring a sinner his guilt to crown 

With de^ so black, that the sun ashamed 

Might his glory veil to hear it named. 

A waiting-maiden circled her waist. 

Appealed to men, who manhood defaced, 

Besought the father to spare his child — 

In derision of love the father smiled ! 

They dragged her off with ungentle grasp, 

And rudely imdid her loving clasp. 

Angered at bar to his base design 

From a slave he counts with sheep or kine, 

A lump of living and breathing clay ; 

His fury in words finds outlet-way: 

''Into the sea, if she dare resist." 

She relaxes hold : a swoon, a mist. 

Covered from thought the purposes planned ; 

From sight, the sun, the ocean, the land. 

Dumb on the floor of the barge she lay, 

A witness for God her senseless clay, 

While Noble and Knight, Spearman and Boor 

Conscience defiled with meanness impure, 
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Defenders of women by chivalrjr's law, 
Esteeming their innocence worthless as straw, 
When pride was crossed, and they dreaded to face 
The sneer that triumphs in virtue's disgrace. 
But, though she lay on the barge's floor. 
In the way of men who burdens bore. 
No foot on her prostrate body trod. 
No heart but called her a saint of God, 
And many a bath, from the ocean deep. 
Was splashed perchance to disturb her sleep. 



On innocence, then, worked they their will : 
Ck>uld hatred devise a farther ill 
Than weight the cofBn to sink it deep. 
While the senses of the coflined sleep? 
But a farther ill their hate designed : 
To the will of winds and waves assigned, 
Their victim shall over ocean float, 
Till its storms engulf her coffin boat. 
There lay she calm as the laid-out dead ; 
Spirit and colour from her had fled. 
Her coffin they close, they close it sure. 
Nor heed they her sobs. Noble or Boor, 
When she awoke in a prison dark. 
And sighed aloud in that cofOn-bark, 
Aroused from sleep by the hammer^s din. 
That added more to their sum of sin. 
Over the side the cofKn they threw 
To sink or swim with its sobbing crew. 
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Nor air, nor water, nor food they gave, 
Their only boon was a coffin grave. 
And away they sped from prisoned wife. 
Buried at sea, but not ended life. 
They look not back on the work of death. 
But her face goes with them, choking breath. 
The shriek she uttered before her swoon, 
A dying gift, a murderer's boon, 
Will haunt their ears at the noontide hour 
In crowded city, on lonely tower; 
Will poison wine, will venison foul 
With presence of ghost, or filthy ghoul; 
Will startle a sleeper from sleep most sweet, 
Enfeeble an arm where foemen meet; 
Will frighten the sentinel in his round. 
And over the noises of dancers sound. 



A fresher breeze on the water plays. 
And ocean's mirror in ruins lays; 
Its shattered surface, in ripples blown, 
To waves far parted has swiftly grown. 
Speeding along on its homeward race, 
A Flemish hoy doth the billows chase. 
Of wives and daughters sailors thinking. 
To pleasant breezes were they drinking. 
Rising and falling, dancing in time 
With the hoy, as they the billows climb, 
A something they see over ocean rise 
Where the wave-crests cut the distant skies. 
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Then sink below in the waters* trough ; 

They know not what;— to see is enough. 

An ocean waif, a prize they believe 

The waters upward and downward heave. 

The boat is lowered, an eager crew 

A willing force into rowing threw. 

The space is lessened ; they mount, they fall. 

And oft in glee to the stranger call, 

Her nation asking, her freight, her name. 

Or if to board them from shore she came. 

The ocean waif is a cask of wine 

To help them better at sea to dine ; 

They thanked the saint who pitied their case ; 

With readier will they near the chase. 

A hail so low ! A cry of distressed ! 

Are ghosts pent up in a coffin-chest? 

Bowers look round ; they listen again. 

Are spirits present, or living men? 

From steersman's hand went the rudder adrift. 

And billows, refusing their boat to lift. 

Looked on the crew with a threatful glance. 

Who their {Murtners were in ocean's dance. 

But over the waters came a cry, 

An ending prayer from the doomed to die, 

*' Help me," it murmured, so low, so sweet, 

The seamen had started to their feet. 

To run from a shape that might appear. 

Whose muffled music they faintly hear. 

But sobs that followed were sobs of grief. 

Sobs of a prisoner, pra3ring relief, 
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Sigh of a sorrow without redress. 

Sob of a woman beseeching graoe— 

Who withholds his help no man will bless, 
Who shuts his ears may no woman face. 



With grappling-irons they hook the prize: 
Take it on board? They regard its size, 
Reason enough for dragging behind, 
Whose outside may to its inside blind. 
Something unearthly was hid within ; 
Sailors were creatures of clay and sin. 
They lifted the cask to deck of hoy- 
It sprang so lightly aloft. 
That all who looked on, from man to boy, 
Felt their hearts grow wondrous soft. 
Lest it raised itself by devil's sx)ell-- 
An empty cask would no secret tell. 
Some were crossing their bosoms in fear. 
Roughest were wiping away a tear. 
But muffled sobs from the darkness burst: 
Was maiden or spirit therein thrust? 
They believed a maiden was within ; 
Then, they feared a deception of sin. 
Some of them hasted, and some held back. 
All of them writhed as men on the rack ; 
And none of them there siuprised had been 
If their eyes the cask fly off had seen. 
On eagle's wings that suddenly grew, 
And towards the sun as suddenly flew: 




Adela; or^ The Cimnt's Daughter. 29 

Or if from sight they had seen it melt. 
And sulphur fumes in the place had felt. 



Carpenters came with chisel and axe ; 
Under them hoop of the hogshead cracks ; 
*' Didst ever see a commoner cask/* 
The carpenters at a trembler ask : 
They lifted the end, and one peeped in, 
Who sights beheld, that might shame even sin. 
A beautiful lady lay as dead ; 
Colour and light from her face were fled ; 
Her garments of silk, her rings of gold; 
A single look the terrible told — 
Doomed for her sin from the world to pass ; 
A thing of beauty, cut down like grass. 
They lifted her forth with touch so softy- 
Sailors, who roughly clamber aloft. 
And strain at anchor, or pull at rope. 
And And for ungentle handling scope- 
So gently they laid the lady down. 
As men who dreaded reproach or frown : 
Is it touch of innocence bids them feel. 
That round a woman unf alien they kneel? 
Is it magnet power of virtue's laws. 
That thus the rudest to knowledge draws? 
They are liker a cradled infant's nurse 
Than men, whose life is a blow and a curse. 
One of them asked, ^" Is it angel's face? 
And one replied, '* If the Virgin trace 
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This wicked earth in a woman's guise, 
Before us the Blessed Mother lies,** 



The lady opens her eyes in wonder : 
Blinded by lightning, stunned by thunder. 
Swiftly she closed them with anguish throb 
That outlet found in a horror-sob. 
Back on her fancy the forest rushed. 
The day that beheld her ruined, crushed. 
Bound her she sees sea-robbers standing, 
RufBan men her doom commanding. 
" Blessed Mother ! Thy daughter save I 

Redeem me from a tarnished grave ! 

Around me wrap pure ocean's wave!" 
She faintly beseeches, not so low 
But the words to ears attentive go, 
To hearts that well undwstand her fear, 
When whispered dangers are dreaded near. 
Elneeling before her, and speaking low. 
As one beseeching whence blessings flow. 
Their captain, reading the faces of men. 
All plainly engraven by feelings' pen. 
For his crew, for himself remonstrance spoke, 
''Hath sight of thy friends dread of danger 

woke? 
Daughters we have, and mothers and wives : 
Lady, we venture for them our lives. 
Battling with ocean, fighting the sea. 
That makes us harsh, though gentle are we. 
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Of sailors think not that they are rough ; 

No gentle speaking, but voices gruff, 

No touches soft of anchors and ropes. 

But hold of death where a saUor gropes 

On rocking ladder, on dipping yard, 

Amid sails in winter frozen hard, 

Need we, with hurricanes who contend— 

I^y, believe us, each one thy friend." 

"Friend," she murmurs; colour stained her cheek: 

Much she wishes, scarcely dares she speak. 

Cast oat was she from a father's love. 

Foramen she seemed by Ood above. 

Shall a seaman rough on ocean's breast 

Thus shield and shelter a rescued guest? 

No queen of beauty on listed fields, 

Where spears are shivered, and dinted shields. 

Where blood or life is a lavished price. 

In woman's honour, by man's device. 

More willing subjecta around her drew. 

Or sweeter chains on champions threw. 

Than Adela on the g^liot's deck. 

Her yoke imposing on seMnen's neck : 

The youngest hasted to do her will ; 

The oldest blushed when she praised his skill. 

So lightly it rested, yet was so heavy. 

No wearer of crowns such homage could levy. 

On her husband's coast they land their guest ; 
" At night," she prayed them ; a strange request. 
Fancy, it might be, c^ soul ashamed 
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To be in the daylight known and named; 
Home of her love, desire of her life, 
There would she end it, a loving wife. 
Back have they sped to their Flemish hoy ; 
Where all was gold, there is now alloy. 
Where all was sunny, a gloom has spread, 
It is dark around, their hearts are dead. 
Mid storms of time had they found a lull. 
Now ocean is blackness, skies are dull. 
The angel's face from their deck is gone. 
On happier folk has the angel shone. 

Sir Valery^s servants, wrapped in sleep. 
No note of a midnight visit keep, 
A wanderer-home they hear not sigh, 
Nor of loved one come regard the cry. 
In tones so low they reach not an ear, 
Which sleep has sealed to a mourner's tear. 
For the castle watch forbore alarm ; 
Sniffing and fawning they own the charm. 
That appeases rage, and love awakes, 
And defence of friendless stranger takes. 
A gentle footfall bending the grass, 
To a casement dogs and stranger pass, 
Where Valery sleeps, his chamber known, 
A chamber once the wanderer's own. 
Escorted was she by faithful guards, 
Whose love she wins by her love's regards ; 
To their lady true, more true than sire, 
Instinct eclipses affection's fire. 
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DeUghted to welcome their lady back, 
They gambol round, foreknowing her track. 
Then, waiting to do their qneen'a command. 
On guard, attentiTe, watchful, th«y stand. 
As sweetly and low, with sorrowful note, 
Her strains on the sildnoe of midnight float- 



Open, my lord; Oh t let me in; 
No stranger I, no child of sin ; 
Open, my lord, before I die. 
Receive, my lord, my latest dgh. 

IL 

No wraith is here, no ghost of dead. 
Risen from vault, or churchyard bed, 
To scare thy life, thy peace to spoil. 
Thy joys to rob, thy hopes to foil. 

lU. 
Adela calls, her husband prays. 
By light of love's delightful ways, 
To take her to his loving breast. 
Ere God sh^I call her to His rest. 

IV. 
Open, my lord, thy wife receive. 
Such as the ocean's billows leave, 
Whom horror slays, while yet alive, 
Nor may she with that h(»Tor strive. 
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The sleeper knew the singer's speech, 
Her Toioe, her name love well oonld teach 
Though weak the shiging, low the note, 
Whidi warbled from the dying's throat, 
It pierced the cortain sleep lets fall 
To shut from sense life's sweet, life's gall. 
A dream, he thought, as the isense returned, 
And the flame re-lit, to embers burned. 
When senses, drowned in forgetful sleep. 
With sudden bound into living leap. 
In haste he sprang his sword to grasp, 
In haste he rushed his love to clasp. 
Had robbers seized again his treasure? 
Again his jewel been their pleasure ? 
With swords and torches retainers crowd. 

With noises to scare a host : 
Is it graveyard tenant, in her shroud. 

That regards their thi*eat8 and boast? 
Lo t on the threshold a spectre pale ; 
Retainers and master backward quail 
Before a spirit, for so she seemed. 
So deathly she looked, a ghost esteemed. 
Adela's voice, her slender form I 
Over her life had passed a storm. 
Which printed youth with signs of age, 
Which ravaged life's most gilded page, 
Which quenched the light of loving oyes, 
And lips of mirth defiled with sighs. 
*' Afraid," she asks, "of one so weak, 
Who dares not of her sorrows speak, 
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Bescued from » oofSn'a {floom, 
Bre descending: to her tomb?" 
Down on the pavement hia sword he threw, 
Nor on battle thought, but lore he knew. 
Then round her waist his folding hand 
Her sinldnfT form embracing spanned. 
And on his bosom lay her head 
Drooping, like stalk with roses dead. 
Her faithful guard of watch-dogs moan ; 
Their lady's sorrows are their own. 
They may not tell the cause of dread 
That with them for their mistreaa pled ! 
And science may the faith despise, 
Which holds tltat, when a master dies. 
His loving dogs the wraith perceive, 
That shall them of their lord bereave. 
"Hy lord," she whispered, "bear me hence 
Hy dying sleep with watchers fence. 
That no rude hand my rest annoy. 
While I for God my time employ." 
Still, in her thoughts the barge-scene lives ; 
Still, colour to her fear it gives. 
Who doomed her death for honoor'e cause, 
Will not in honour's honour pause. 
Till she the debt have fully paid, 
Till in the grave her life be laid. 



To her cbBsahet they their lady bore. 
Retainers in arms kept st^r and door 
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To bar intruders, whoee lips should dare 

With threat of wrong to defile the air. 

Now priests' are summoned to speak her peace, 

For troubled was she, nor did she oease 

Hard things to say, strange words to utter, 

And stranger words, half-heard, to mutter. 

An aged man by her bedside knelt; 

To him were spoke the sorrows she felt; 

An aged prophet, whose thinking knew 

The sorrows that on life's gladness grew. 

As the thorns array a rose's stalk. 

And a plucker's greed with bloodshed balk. 

" Oh why," she asked, " doth a loving God 

Strike feeble me with his awful rod? 

Upturn a mountain a lamb to crush, 

Or hurricanes raise to break a rush? 

My sins are many, my guilt is great. 

But greater sinners escape my fate." 

She sobbed with sobs that her life would end : 

The priest prayed low to the sinners' friend. 

"Doth a God exist of loving heart? 

In the world of men playB God a part, 

With his lash doth He the innocent scourge, 

And to greater evil the evil urge?" 

"Daughter," he said, "not mine to declare, 

Wherefore He smiteth, and doth not spare 

Whom I know He loves— He loveth thee, 

For He chastens who His loved ones be, 

When fault or error they may not find, 

To eye exposed or asleep in mind. 
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At His throne I bow: in its blinding light 

As sightless am I as in darkest night." 

*' Sayest thou, father, it is His will 

The feeble to smite, mayhap to kill ; 

With honour to gild an evil race. 

And riches lavish on earth's disgrace?*' 

Problems so plain her thinking engaged, 

Unf aimess in war on evil waged— 

When the good go down in battle's press. 

And Heaven refused their battle to bless : 

Problems so simple to state, so old. 

Are hard and new, and of depth untold. 

''Words thou art using, He may ignore. 

His thoughts in thy channels refuse to pour," 

Answered the priest, reviewing a plea. 

That in feeble and poor a merit could see : 

*' Daughter, His way? are in darkness hid : 

The clouds of His throne true sight forbid. 

To walker at midnight He giveth light. 

He maketh the gloom with His sunshine brigJit 

A cloud of dust from his chariot wheels 

Way of their going from me conceals : 

Flashes of glory, that outward break. 

Thoughts of the awful in me awake, 

Revealing there the sweep of an arm, 

That chills with dread, or with love will charm. 

In a forest cell he studied life, 

Wisely weighing its problems, its strife ; 

Nor deeming another^s golden heap 

What he should envy, why he shoukl weep. 
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Because he lives off a lesser store, 

And finds not how he can make it moi*e. 

A souly set free from troubles of time, 

But not from remembrance of its maze* 
To centre of being strove to climb. 

And on the heart of its Maker gaze, 
Longing to see through a blinding haase, 
Why good is bafSed and evil wins. 
Or the soul succeeds, that deepest sins ; 
Why honour is trampled in the dust, 
And earth in its basest reposes trust; 
Problems we study, but never solve ; 
Though we hope that time may light evolve 
To clear the darkness, to right the wrong, 
And force impart to a prophet's song. 
The waited-for something never comes 
To hungering souls, beseeching crumbs ; 
But faith is viewing these fields of time. 
While reason hates their folly and crime. 
Standing on tiptoe, waiting to hear. 
Repressing for evil sigh and tear. 
Intent on a whisper sure to come. 
Fearful of losing its low-breathed hum, 

Faith is aware of a message sent, 
Not on lightning flash or thunder roll. 
But in facts that, like a bell's deep toll. 

To mankind publish the yawning rent 
Between the wicked*s life and their goal ; 

"These doubts and fears are efforts 
spent. 
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Easy to make in the gloom of soul. 

When men their apeing of God extol 

By thoughts, where reverence layv no check, 

And creatures exult in creatures' wreck, 

Or sneer, He cannot the evil stem 

That defiles his gorgeous garment's hem." 

She mused a space : then her bosom heaves ; 

Again of her own sad case she grieves. 

Wrong on innocence lifted its sword : 

Shall innocence vainly pray her Lord 

To guard from hurt with adamant shield, 

Who hopes of safety on Him may build? 

** Has God the will, but lacks He the arm 

The good to save, the evil alarm. 

Scaring the sinner from sin designed. 

Or clearing His name, by sin maligned?" 

She paused in reasoning, turned aside. 

And refuge sought in a humble pride. 

"Crushed, crushed to dust by almighty power. 

As iron heel crushes fragile flower I" 

On combat unequal much she wept. 

Then over her face a shadow crept ; 

"Eternity crushing one brief hour I" 

She murmurs in words that slowly well 

To lips, from which as slowly they swept, 

Like drops that into a basin fell, 

Filling it up till over its lip 

The swollen waters in streamlets slip. 

Then out of his thoughts a figure grew : 

Balm for the wounded from it he drew. 
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''With a richer fragrance breathes the air,** 
He whispers low» *' if crushed roses bear 
The treasury of their sweetness far, 

Repa3ring with love's delightful fruit 
The tread of a heel's insulting war. 

Wrong thus becomes to goodness a root ; 
In unequal combat equal grown, 
Sweetness is reaped where bitter was sown. 
A rose thou art, rose whose undying sweets 
Some haughty spirit in life's garden meets, 
And, God adoring, lowly bends his head 
To bless thy life, though crushed to nothing, 
dead." 



She rose on her pillow, looked in his face ; 
The glories of heaven her features grace. 
A change over mind had quickly passed, 
The slough of her doubts a mind had cast : 
In splendour of truth was she arrayed ; 
Her cast-oflF doubts to corruption fade. 
" I feel it, father, I feel it now ; 

To tell it is left me little space. 
But it soothes my heart— it cools my brow : 

A speaker has spoken— His form I trace. 
Whence He has come to me, whence or how, 
I know not, heed not, and ask not more ; 
Through the lifted curtain of life's door 
I see the light and I feel the glow 
Shedding a glory on woman's woe ; 
And I hear a voice so soft, so low." 
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Faith was standing on tiptoe, erect ; 
Whispers were passing none could suspect. 
Beams of a radiance that none could see 
light up her eye, and affirm her plea : 
Heasengers came through the lifted veili 
Only to her reveled they their tale. 
Bat well understood the aged priest, 
Though she her tale of the vision had ceased. 
To the palace gate of her dear Lord's home 
Tiflion and thought from her chamber room. 
"But, ere it end, for one would I pray, 
Who gropes and stumbles on life's dark way, 
If prayer for the erring may prevail. 
Or fragrance from roses crushed av^L" 
"Daoghter, the sun of a better land 
la beckoning thee, like an angel's hand. 
To chase the flight of its rainbow track- 
Follow— in following look not back. 
Pray few the sinner whom thou knoweet; 
Grudge not for wrong to him thou owest. 
Thine is the nunbow a saint attains, 
^Hiere the ladder of hesvea he gains." 
She joined her hands with a saintly smile ; 
Her time was retreating, while by while : 
And a seraph's look on ho- features passed. 
Of glory the first, bat of sin the last. 
"Hay saints and angels my father bleee. 
And shield his boscan when troubles press 
In camp, in hall, and in battle's atoar, 
In affliction's day. In dying hoar, 
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And may Jesus take him to His rest 
When he parts the wicked from the blest. 
Love had prevailed: all bitterness fled, 
Forgiveness shone on the face of the dead 
The light of a country far away 
Had touched her brow with its morning ray. 

Softly the priest with an Amen ended 
Pi*ayer of a soul to God ascended ; 
But a clouded light illimiined his mind : 
Did not an angel a palm-wreath bind 

On brows of the daughter where she lay, 
An angel hid in the beams that blind 

Who gazes from light of earth's dull day? 
And through that chamber there seemed to sigh 
The muffled hum of a far-off cry 
From joyful crowds, that expectant wait 
The coming home in triumphant state 
Of toil-worn victor to wear a crown, 
Won in the battlefield's trampling down 
Of wrong that rioted in success. 
Or attained its ends in virtue's dress. 
A moment it lasted, that breathing cry ; 
Were the joys of heaven to earth so nigh? 
Swiftly the welcome of glory recedes ; 
Vainly the priest for its lasting pleads. 
But thought will ever on mysteries brood. 
And most on the scenes of our Holy Rood : 
A father to save has a daughter died ? 
The father to cheer has the daughter sighed? 
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"I know not," he said, "tby ways are strange, 
Beyond the farthest a man may range: 
But she rests in peace, she knows it now" — 
A smile was touching her lipa and brow,* 
As the dying day touches alp or ben— 
" Wiser than wisest whom fast tind vow 
Have lifted higher than highest of men. 
Ay, higher than praises from tongue or pen. 
A wreath of triumph adorns her head : 
By seraphs and angels forward led. 
With harpers heralded, voice of song, 
I see her joining the white-robed throng. 
She hath passed the curtain, entered the door. 
And worships in light on the golden floor. 
In the wondrous blaze of sunshine new. 
That the rays of truth on all things threw. 
Under a sky that to sight reveals 
Secrete that time in its darkness seals, 
One look she takes, artouished and glad : 
Behind her is lost the vile, the sad." 

* " From th( liiH at hii dtub till the cotliii wu doHd," Mr Jobiuon uyi, 
ibe upmdon witb which bit cDonMnwia had Kttl«d wu thmaf oiliniicu And 

compofurc, mintlol, u il wen, wiih belj nifjnc.'— WaicHT'i "Lifi tf 

WUHimt Ctmftr,' p. (,%■). 
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THE 

HUNTED 

MAN. 



B$ik history and traditicn mSeumi in 
examples 0f the hunting of tmn^ sometimes 
with and sometimes without the aid of 
bloodhounds. Criminals and patriots^ 
hings and chiefs^ were all alike hunted. 
Among the Spaniards in America^ and 
among our own countrymen in England^ 
on the borders^ and in Scotland^ the use of 
bloodhounds to catch men was ordered by 
law or allowed by royal writ. Traditions 
of a bloodhound hunt still exist in various 
parts of our island : one of them is the 
sitbject of the following poem. 

The rifle^ it appears^ renders the use of 
the bloodhounds less necessary in these 
days. So recently as tSSSt ** fo ' flush ' a 
young gin (girl) and run her** is scad to 
have been not uncommon in Australian 
kangarooing. It sounds like a Kbel on 
humanity t 
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In the castle hall a feast is set, 
And the darkness shmes as day, 
Talkers and singers recount the debt, 
Which the robber lands shall pay. 
Due to their Lord for a hero's deeds. 
As a harvest reaped from valour's seeds. 
That a King may reign, by none denied, 
That his writ may run, by none defied. 
To tale, to song, an applauding hall 
Praise for their master's achievements call, 
In hunting done, in tourney, in war, 
Through stormy days, under happier star. 
Ladies and Knights, a goodly array, 
Of hunting talk, of the swordsmen's play. 
Of how the battles debated were. 
Of heather slopes, of feather and fur : 
Or eye flashed love to an eye that spoke 
The language of hearts in loving folk. 
They pledge success to the morning's sport 
Or a favour from the favoured court. 



48 



The Hunted Man. 



The herald's splendours in torchlight shine, 

Dazzling a thoughtless eye : 
He rises to read as writ divine, 

What none that see deny 
Was passion's birth, though a king's behest, 

A gaily coloured lie, 
To rid the realm of a robber nest. 
And their lands in fee for pajrment take 
From mountain summit to grass-framed lake. 
Loud were applauses, by courtiers rained. 
Well were faces by flatterers feigned 
To share in the gift that an earl had won. 
That sanctified theft in sight of the sim. 
And doomed to ruin an ancient name, 
Or to men who heard, spoke blood and flame. 
By lawyers' pencil coloured so fair, 
The simple read God's purposes there. 
To debauch the conscience, veil a wrong, 
To trample the weak, exalt the strong. 
And with tinsel of law veneer a crime. 
That is brought to light by the wearing of time,- 
A lawyer can do, a priest has done. 
And an end unblessed, by craft has won. 
They lifted the wine cup, pledged him deep ; 
Flashes of gold in the lamplight sweep 
Through the banquet hall, in fltful blaze, 
Where women's adorning lightward plays. 
He bows submissive, kisses the writ, 

He bares his head, he bended his knee. 
He kneels where lights on his features flit. 

The truth of his homage all may see. 
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Smiling in gladneBs, he thnnb liia king, 
Vowing he will to subjectioa bring 
A seat of treason, a nest of tliieves, 
Whicli he who harries of right reoeives, 
" With horn and honnd shall we hunt the rtag. 
Or river and lalte for salmon drag. 
When sunrise kisses the moimt^n's head, 
And aliadows of night from day are fled P 
Yea, pleasant it were," he gaily cried, 
" Were pleasanter sport to ns dmied." 
Their morning hunt he pleasantly toasts : 
Of morning sport he pleasantly boasts. 
The banquet hall with his laughter rung ; 
Back were the echoes by flatterers flong. 
The revellers, hot with wine and hopes. 
Are in fancy breasting mountain slopes : 
How swift the career of fancy's foot I 
How luscious the taste of fancy's ft^tl 
They shouted their joy : they echoed words. 
That pictured visions of golden birds. 
Of a crafty fox's secret lair. 
Or of goblin stag, the shepherd's scare. 
They talked at night, and they talked at mom ; 
Was ever such talk since men were bom ? 
Than stalking stags no pleasanter toil 
Wins hunter favour, or keeper spoil : 
The morning hunt is pleasanter far ; 
"Is it peace, my lord, or means it war?" 
Their puzzled sense grew faint with guessing 
What the master counted nobler game : 
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Or what he deemed a richer blessing 

Than a hunted stag, for food or fame. 
But some who listened with keener ear, 
A ring untrue in his laughter hear, 
The ring of lead, not the ring of gold 
Of a dull or hollow bosom told. 
Of a hidden purpose buried deep. 
He dared not tell, and was loath to keep. 

In a dim and dreamland paradise. 
Where fortune favoured with wine and dice. 
Sleepers were talking of purple hills, 
Of vanishing hoofs by lakes and rills. 
Of golden feathers, of foxes' craft : 
For what beside was a hunter's shaft? 
But a shadow coursed a heather hill, 
And a rout pursued, who would it kill. 
Though the shadow was not stag or fowl. 
Nor was cry it raised a bray or howl : 
But a something new, a something dread. 
Through the mountain mist in terror fled. 
While hard they strove the riddle to read, 
And the hunted creature ran with speed, 
A trumpet call from a distance bi*oke; 
The spell was gone, the sleepers awoke: 
The hunt was gathering on the green, 
Windows were lighted with morning sheen. 

With nature's diamonds flowers were shining ; 
A pearly drop each blade was lining. 
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like costly stones that the grace enhance 
Of resplendent beauty's mien and glance: 
Nor ever were purer won from mine, — 
These jewels set by the hand divine- 
No passing foot had shaken them down. 
Or sullied the morning's glittering crown. 
Horses and men, in merriest guise, 
In hollows sink, and on hillocks rise. 
Now glancing here, now reflected there, 
As iron catches the changing glare, 
A sight to see in a morning bright. 
If not divorced from the love of right: 
And from far in air rose tramp and cry 
Of men and horses, approaching nigh. 
A hound in leash the procession heads, 
Sni£Bng the ground where no hunter treads. 
Scenting the game they have come to slay, 
Watched for its hateful " I-have-him ! " bay. 
The earl was ware of the chase in view. 
Its haunts in passing a ranger knew — 
A valley sunk in the circling hills. 
Where the fissured rocks, the leaping rills 
A shelter ofF^r to hunted thing 
That races the. ground or floats on wing. 
The forester kept his secret well ; 
To none did the earl that secret tell. 
But waited the writ that gave him right 
To foray the glen for fiends' delight. 
A traitor-tongue, a deceiver-face 
Won for the forester gold and grace. 
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Betra3ring a fugitive whom he professed 

To serve with the love of an unstained breast. 

Where horses and hunters shone that mom. 

Girded by boulders, from mountains shorn, 

By clefts that up to the sky line ran. 

By bogs that defied the foot of man, 

A giant had moulded knoll and brook. 

And given the land its witching look. 

Ah! rocks were gashed with the giant's knife. 

And waters were tumbling down in strife. 

Over ledges leaping, angered, white. 

Wearing the rocks in their churning spite. 

But nursing beauty in sheltered nooks. 

Where the noonday casts not fiery looks 

On tenderest forms, watered with spray, 

The smile of love on an angry way. 

A sea of ice was the giant hand. 

That powdered the rounded knolls with sand. 

That scooped the valley, planed the rock. 

And on rivers placed constraining lock. 

Earthquake and frost, sea rivers of old 

Had sown the slopes, where the steep would hold. 

With rocks and stones that the giant broke 

With force of a thousand horses' yoke. 

A refuge cave, a hole for hiding 

Gould runaways find at every siding, 

That branched from a path, by nature made. 

Or by sheep with kneading footprints laid :— 

A scene of beauty, where mountain tops 

Were looking on glens that met in knops. 
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And parted thence on different slopes, 
Their ridgy sides like gigantic ropes. 
Thrown round a world to bind it fast, 
That the passing frame of things might last. 
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A bay from the dog I The trace is found; 

A trace unseen was left on the ground. 

Where the game for water came or rest. 

While life was sleeping on nature's breast. 

A deeper bay I The echo of hills 

From side to side with an answer fills. 

With nose to earth, and with rush restodned. 

Like fiery horse by a rider reined, 

Ba3ring the while, and with blood-thirst mad. 

Shall the dog its fangs to arrows add. 

To mangle the game its scent has found, 

That high on the steep has heard the sound. 

Has known that its hour of doom is near. 

And sprung from its refuge lair in fear. 

The head of the dog on trace intent. 

The eyes of hunters on bloodhound bent, 

Have missed the game as it upward ran. 

The scare and fiight of a hunted man. 

No wringing of hands, no tear drops there ; 

The features set, but not in despair ; 

A fight for life, a traitor to foil, 

A spoiler to reave of cherished spoil, 

A runner in rags, defiant, proud, 

Hurling Us scorn at the chasing crowd, 
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Measuring distance, as onward he ran, 
Mapping out line on line of a plan, 
To save a life that was counted lost, 
Or from thieves exact its dearest cost. 



A space he gains in the upward race, 
Bre hound and hunters follow in chase ; 
Bay of the dog and shoutings of men 
Cheerily echoed from rocky glen, 
Filling the hollow with gladsome cries 
For men who look at the earth and skies 
Nor see the hunted in breathless race, 
Of a seeing God bespeak the grace. 
A sun unclouded, of dazzling light, 
With glory gilds this devil's delight; 
Men the hunters, where man is hunted, 
God looking on, and conscience blunted. 
Brother with bloodhoimd himts a brother. 
To mangle child of woman-mother ; 
To rend in pieces the image of God, 
And proclaim it stroke of a righteous rod. 
Once was he lord, far as eye could reach. 

That fugitive, beggared man ; 
And hunters were thieves, in common siieech. 

Who the race for riches ran. 
Yes, thieves were they, as losels on the stFeets, 
Whom to his hurt a careless passer meets: 
The one steals land, the other steals gold. 
But either his neighbour's wealth doth hold; 



i 



The Hunted Mdn, 

The one runs off, the other stands still, 
Diverse the feelings in working ill ; 
The one to jail or gibbet is sent^ 
A royal smile on the other bent. 
For a king had written, Go, take, and kill. 
And courtiers professed, It is God's will 
That they should plunder the poor of wealth ; 
Nor plunder in darkness or by stealth. 
But plunder by day, in all men's sight. 
And style their murdering, law and right. 

Naked the runner was and weary. 

His home a hole, like eagle's eyrie ; 

No croft or castle, as was of old. 

No ring of swordsmen to guard his hpld ; 

No lordly feast at his order laid. 

With servers' pomp, and with proud parade. 

His fathers, as priests and courtiers knew, 

Wherever his eyes the runner threw. 

Owned mountain and plain, river and lake. 

Till a king proclaimed, "Yea! kiU and take: 

By a right divine these lands are mine. 

Of wiU and love do I make them thine ; 

If hand be lifted to dare thy right. 

If denier stand on craft or might. 

With God and me shall the traitor war, 

A righteous judge shall his purpose bar. 

This defier where you meet. 

Be it mountain, be it street. 

Slay him as abhorrent thing. 

Who to earth doth danger bring 
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Worse than body's plague or ill ; 

If a soul his wish fulfil. 

To lift a hand against his liege, 

Or dare his prince's throne besiege, 

Slay him as to conscience dead. 

Slay him as from justice fled ; 

Slay him as a curse to earth. 

Slayers bless each home and hearth." 

A show of devotion covers crime ; 

It cleanses the foulest deeds of time. 

Turning to white the blackness of sin— 

A fair outside, pollution within. 

From man it shifts the burden of guilt. 

And heaven arraigns for blood thus spilt, 

Till the world of thought turns upside down 

For fancied rights of a prince's crown, 

Invented by a disordered brain, 

For a pope or monarch's mine of gain. 

They dazzle the eyes of bewildered men, 

A mirage they raise with the tongue or pen, 

Where palaces crowd the sandy waste, 

And rivers in thirsty lands are traced; 

But all is hollow, and all is nought, 

As Time, like the desert march, has taught. 



Higher and higher the himted runs, 
Nor steepest ascent in climbing shuns ; 
Breathless, carrjring upward to God 
Plaint of the plimdered, struck by a rod 
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Wielded by stronger, misnamed divine. 
Lifted by passion, blinded by wine. 
Below and behind the hunters race, 
Scattered in groups on tiie mountain's face. 
Spotting the carpet of purple spread 
For moorf owl, or a fugitive's bed : 
A bloodhound heading the savage rout 
Drowns with its bellow their fainting shout. 
Reason guiding its passion to kill. 
And reason planning to thwart its wiU, 
The hoimd a shuttle between tiiem played. 
Though reason may win with instinct's aid. 
Is it pleasanter sport, pleasanter far 
Than hunting the stag, or following war. 
Landlords to course along the heather. 
And slay as they were fur or feather? 
And then proclaim to the world abroad 
The deed was done in honour of God? 
Neighbours will envy a neighbour's luck. 
Or wish that their hand the blow had struck, 
And won domains, or castles possessed. 
Though with blood befouled, by right unblest. 
But the curse on wrong, that will not die. 
Rises to God with oppression's cry. 
And children's children the scourge may feel. 
Like a knotted lash of burning steeL 



Of a noble heart are noble deeds. 

The fruit it grows, and whereon it feeds ; 
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And the world accords it greater fame, 
When a noble heart wears a noble name. 
In court or camp, or on mountain face, 
Nor gild^ trappings enhance its grace ; 
Nor can scanty rags obscure its pride. 
Or the march of its outgoings hide. 
A landlord runs, pursuers follow, 
A bloodhound leads over height and hollow, 
Now leaping ravines that gash the steep. 
Now climbing a stream, whose rock-walls deep 
Are hiding from sight, on roads below, 
The breathless rout that heavenward go. 
The steepest slope on the hillside passed, 
Their game is distancing hunters fast. 
"Loosen the dog/* in anger thundered. 

Its baffled master cried : 
The dog is loosed, and hunters wondered, 

"Are laws of God defied? 
Is it work of man on brother man. 
Is it weft or woof in creation's plan 
To tear the flesh of a woman's child. 
As ravening wolfs or red deer's wild?" 



Less pleasant the morning's sport was grown 
The joy they toasted was yet unknown : 
A taste unpleasant bittered the tongue. 
Of blood it felt : in the ear it sung 
A song of vengeance quickly coming, 
A dismal buzz, a dreary humming, 
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An echo of music from each crag, 
That fetters tiie limbs they slowly drag 
Across the heather, or up the cliff, 
Following an instinct's bloodthirst sniff. 
But the thirst for blood in men grows deep 
With the passionate longing of hell ; 
Where they toil behind, breasting the steep, 
It wakes the furies that in them dwell. 
By the hunted challenged to run him down, 
To the death-race urged by their master's frown. 
Can God regard, from His throne above, 
A stain so foul on a brother's love; 
Nor arrow of conscience sinners smite, 
Who the f eafirts of God with poison blight ? 
On the lighted stage the acting proceeds; 
An audience unseen gives them their meeds 
Who lead the revels, who play their part, 
Who smother conscience and kindly heart. 



Over the top the hunted speeding. 
By many a pace the dog is leading ; 
Though lost to view of the himter throng. 
He hears them urging the hound along. 
Though far below is the scattered rout; 
Faster than he, climb whistle and shout. 
Ah! pleasant it is on a mountain side 
To see the shepherd his collie guide. 
By whistle and cry, by speaking hands, 
A flock to tend by signalled commands ; 
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When whistle and cry, in mountain air. 
Their pulses upward distinctly bear 
To listening ear of summer toiler. 
Or city sportsman, heather's spoiler. 
Different far were the sounds that rose 

That morning in tiie sun-lit glen, 
Where hound and hunted in battle close, 

On the slope of a giant ben : 
The cry, the shout were a curse, a ban ; 
A hound be foiled by an outlawed man I 
Had a spirit broken loose from hell, 
And were its pursuers warders fell, 
A ruined runaway sent to seize. 
And end his theft of a pleasant lease 
Of earthly life, with its lesser woe 
Than tormented-death in realms below? 
As spirits lost torment each other, 
So cruel man torments his brother. 
And hunter there with his fellow strove 
To head the race of a devil-drove, 
That clambered breathless after the hound. 
Scattered in knots on the purple ground, 
Ck>ntending who should be in at the death, 
When the vermin draws its latest breath. 
Mangled by teeth of a savage hound. 
Where thieves a qtdvering corpse surround. 
The carpet of God that in beauty spread 
Bent to the dance of a devil-drove's tread 1 
The purple and green of tiie sinless hills 
Were trod by the malice that wastes and kiUs t 
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A mighty stone on tiie summit lay. 

Memorial of an ancient way, 

Where mountain tops are but islands rare, 

And ooean-rivers among them fare ; 

And ice-ships over tiieir shoulders sweep» 

Or a freight of rocks from mountains reap. 

To land tiiem here, and to land them there, 

As corroding waves tiie ice-ships wear. 

Witii his racing spent, tiie hunted stood. 

Breath to renew, or escape make good : 

Contriving, in life's despairing case. 

Behind the stone to evade the chase. 

But up the mountain came its baying, 

A deatii behind, the hunted fraying : 

Foreboding sure of approaching end. 

For where was now a redeemer friend? 

Standing, he mused as the Death drew near. 

Not yet of his coolness robbed by fear. 

A danger present steadies the brain. 

And a dreaded loss converts to gain. 

Or sheds on the understanding day, 

Where darkness, of doubt would lead astray. 

He leaps on the stone; he stands upright, . 

His breath renewed for battle or flight. 

He faces the baying, in silence he kneels, 

And in shreds of his dress for a somewhat feels. 

One arm he lifted to strike the hound ; 

Was one by terror behind him bound? 

He looked a man of defence bereft ; 

A helpless man, to destruction left. 
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A tattered beggar, by famine worn ; 
With hair unkempt, and a beard unshorn ; 
A beggar now, and an outlaw poor, 
Onoe, lord of the mountain, lake, and moor. 
A glance he cast on summit and mere. 
Smiling so sweetly, seeming so near. 
On cottage homes, with their morning smoke. 
Whose darker pillars the azure broke. 
But offering him a refuge none. 
Where an outlaw might pursuers shun. 
Nearer and nearer came the ba3ring: 
Perhaps to God that man was praying,— 
With hand relaxed, and with drooping head. 
From the things of time his thoughts have fled : 
On a world beyond he casts his eye, 
For its border is become so nigh. 
He looks across and the faces scans. 
Seen long ago with their purposed plans. 
The sands of time to their dregs run down. 
But Fate looks on with pitiless frown. 
Shall God descend from the lighted sky 
To hear a despairing beggar's cry. 
In darkness of mind cursing his lot. 
Groping for refuge, finding it not ? 
" Why criest to me," He said of old, 
''Think not thou art to destruction sold: 
Traverse the path, by thy nature shown. 
But raise not despair's resourceless moan.'* 
A bee fiew past on her homeward road. 
From heather bearing a fragrant load, 
Gift of God for a winter day ; 
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Heedless of who on the boulder knelt. 
Whom God forsook, for whom no man felt, 

Whose flesh should soon dissolve to clay. 
To his ear her morning hymn was borne, 
Into words its faith he briefly spelts 
''Cares He for bees, but am I forlorn ?*" 
And a stab to faith by doubt was dealt. 
" It cannot be," from the hunted wrung, 
Thought of his heart, not word of his tongue, 
Within the palace of faith indwelt. 
And hope of escape to fancy sung. 
A curlew screamed at invaded moor. 
Grudging a refuge to one so poor. 
The sheep distiu*bed by a baying hound, 
Lifted their heads from the dewy ground, 
But not to them brought it cause of fear. 
As upward it came, approaching near. 
" He provides for sheep ; forsakes He man ? " 
Through the anguished beggar's bosom ran. 
The breath of morning, with new made scent. 
By pine tree and wild flower freely spent. 
Told of the perfume treasured in stores 
To beautify nature, when morning pours 
Its radiance on earth's awakened life 
For day of pleasure, sorrow or strife. 
"Fragrance of morning is breathed for all. 
Whom the sunbeams from night's shadows call ; 
Is it breathed for others, not for me? 
From rags and sorrows doth sunshine flee?" 
An eagle floated so far aloft 

That a speck it seemed, staining tiie sky ; 
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A shudder I In muttered tones and soft 
He whispers, "Soaring to see me die. 

Shall man and bird, and beast, united. 
Rush hand in hand on wrong? 

Shall this foul sin by none be righted? 
Is Ood or they more strong? 

A scornful fold of his twitching lips I 

With a fiercer grasp his dress he grips. 



Beautiful shone the heavens above; 

More beautiful earth and lake; 
World and sky were laughing with love. 

Bidding mortals care forsake. 
Love was beaming on nature's face, 

Enchanting the smiles she threw; 
Forth she stepi)ed from her sleeping place. 

And sweeter her glories grew. 
Love was silent, showing no sign, 

No horror at deeds below ; 
Her face, her form were sight divine, 

That would charm a wretch's woe. 
Mountain and lake, brimming with joy, 

In purple and silver clad. 
Shall a wretch's doom your peace annoy. 

Who are of your glories glad? 
His Mlaughter day I yet ye smile content, 
UIm funeral march I Your banners bent 

Over IiIm bier shall wave I 
Ami tlie muniliig breexe, its freshness spent, 
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A sigh through trees and bracken sent. 
In requiem on his grave. 



Thoughtful and sad, expecting his doom, 
The hunted looks on a fresh dug tomb 
On the hill side seen, a noisome bog, 
Slayer and burier there a dog. 
A moment of sadness— then a change I 
To meet his doom his purposes range; 
To fall like a hero birth demands. 
With face unmoved, with unfettered hands. 
He lifted his head, straightened his arm. 
Gone from his face its look of alarm ; 
With resolve to die his eye was lit, 
With a puirpose stern his brows were knit. 
To work a deliverance reason turns ; 
Submission to instinct reason spurns. 
Over the top the hound went running. 
Climbing and heat its senses stunning ; 
Hot was its rage— it was nearing the spot: 
A sight of the victim kneeling it caught. 
Loud was the cheer from the following crowd, 
Of their leader's success, so sure, so proud ; 
Counting a spoil which they had not won. 
Ending a day which was but begun. 
In eager flight over level ground, 
It covers the space with bound on bound ; 
Its forefeet are planted on the stone. 
With fangs displayed comes its hateful moan. 

B 
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Its eyes are flashing a murderer's light, 
Nor heed they danger, nor fear they fight ; 
With brutal instinct, on blood intent, 
Straight to its purpose the monster went 
An instant more, and the deed were done 
No curtain has veiled that looking sun, 
No moon eclipses his sorrowing face, 
Or shuts from his vision a world's disgrace. 
The hound is taking its leap of death, 
Dewing the man with its burning breath. 
When a yell proclaims that death is sped. 
And an earthly stage for ever fled. 
With rapid sweep from behind there rushed 
A fate that the bloodhound's onfall crushed. 
Arrested doom in its sure career, 
And to eager Death bade death appear. 
For the hand behind a dagger grasped, 
The hand in front the head had clasi)ed ; 
And down in its heart the dagger went, 
Heart of a monster on blood intent. 
Over and over in death's embrace. 

The quivering dead, the panting living. 
The hunter, the hunted, face to face, 

A ruddy stream the token giving 
Of a battle gained in evil case, 
Roll to the ground ; the hunter lay still :— 
Instinct is baffled by reason's skill. 

Up the breathless hunters slowly toiled, 
Fearing a deed on the summit done: 
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Loud were their corses In banting foiled. 
As over the moor their glanoee run. 
The yell that rang in face of the sun. 
The silenoe that spolu of baffled might 

Told them who had in contending won, 
A benUd despatched fr<nn an unseen height 
Discloeer of death in an unseen fight. 
For their hound lay dead beside the st<me, 
And the hunted man from sight had flown 
To broad-leaved bracken or sighing firs, 
Whose tope the breathing of morning stirs ; 
Dirge of a dog, not dirge of a chief. 
The sigh of a world finding relief. 
Nor dared they adventnre in pursuit, 
Whose lord himself might lie choicer fruit 
The craft should iduck, that gatiiered its spoils 
And laughed in the face of the hunters' toils. 
Their trusted friend underground they laid ; 
That ice-borne boulder his gravestooe made, 
And named it the name it yet retains, 
"The Dog-stone:" it hides a hound's remains. 
An altar where it offered its life, 
And a grave that marks its buried strife. 
But homeward as their way they wended, 
And talked of how their hunting ended, 
With gloomy brow and sigh of sorrow, 
That bitter thoughts from failure borrow. 
They feared their lord had badly Itoasted, 
When pleasant morning hunt he toasted. 
Unwonted sport and unwonted game. 
Which he laughed to hide or feared to name. 
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Who loudly boasts before events decide. 
Him for his boasting Providence may chide; 
As he Tdio boasts before he pnts his armour on 
liay find himself to sorrow, not to glory gone. 
For Ood designed in fashioning man 
To work a rule in creation's plan, 
That mind with mind shall alone contend. 
Nor mindless shall of itself pretend. 
By an instinct led, with mind to cope. 
Though reason may in the darkness grope 
To reach an end that reveals its right 
Instinct to master, by war or flight. 
Were other his purpose, why so clear 
The path of reason, that none may fear 
Boldly to tread it, boldly to say, 
"Conclusions so plain defy your nay." 



EVOLVING 
SHEEP. 



If tkt f§l lowing story ^ from the domain 
of sriiftrif of shetp putting on a wishing- 
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t0O ahsnrti to ht worthy of serious treatment ^ 
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A spacious park, with fences guarded round, 
And sweetest grass on velvet-cushioned ground ; 
Flocks in this noble fold from wrong preserved, 
By watchful guardians, for that work reserved I 
Dog, long accustomed to a sway supreme, 
Despising, or unable to esteem 
A sheep, whose valour lay in swiftest race, 
It mattered not to what retreat in space. 
Was quietly trotting homeward in the park, 
As guardians do whose rank forbids a bark. 
That might his coming indicate to thieves, 
Or useless anger rouse in startled beeves, 
His rounds completed, due inspection made. 
Provision sure against a hostile raid. 
While trotting thus, or stopping to inquire 
What tidings grass, and post, and wall respire 
Of travellers, who went that way before,— 
A source of knowledge passing human lore — 
A source that all, who honour man, regret 
Has not evolved into a nobler debt, 
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By reason owed to nature's plastic law. 
That turns soft skin to iron tooth or claw 
By wishing done what only fancy saw- 
Sheep, sentried on a knoll, the despot sees 
Stop short, wheel round, and hide among the trees. 
" Afraid," said sheep, with courage new and high ; 
And, venturous, approached the saplings nigh. 
Inquiries satisfied and road resumed, 
A look of labour done again assumed, 
Dog, trotting out, a silly sheep perceives. 
Where Dog no sheep had been before believes. 
Astounded at a vision unexpected. 
And by ghost stories far from unaffected. 
By sages told, where gathered old and young, 
In days when Latin was their common tongue,* 
Dog stops his trot, like one in terror seems, 
And, ere he can recover from his dreams. 
Sheep boldly faced the tyrant, stami)ed his foot. 
And challenged him to battle or pursuit. 
Dog, startled at a burst of passion strange 
(His fancies still to ghostly stories ranged 
First looked astonished on unwonted deed, [speed. 
Then dropi)ed his tail, and fled from sheep with 
Aghast, as is a dog, by spectres frightened, 
Or from string escai)ed his neck that tightened, 
Or from a tin-pan rattling at his tail. 
When, more he runs, the more his efforts fail 
To still the noisy thunder pealed behind, 
Or calm the fears in his bewildered mind. 

' * Dog Latin must be meant 
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It was the age when panics oft befell 
Both men and dogs— so ancient stories tell— 
For reason then was young, and terror strong. 
And strangest fancies would on vision throng, 
Till men and dogs believed in shapes they saw, 
By terror fashioned, not by nature's law. 
How happy now, that weakness from them gone I 
For noonday's sun in fullest blaze has shone: 
From fields of Time have ghosts and spectres fled, 
By reason only are its secrets read : 
And nothing now a place in print maintains, 
Bxcept its foot on facts it plants or feigns. 
But sceptics still maintain that Reason's ghosts 
Oft give the lie to Reason's proudest boasts. 

Sheep, rejoicing in a victory thus scored. 
All friends and neighbours with las triumph bored, 
As is the way with men who greatness reach. 
But cannot causes of their rising teach. 
A few believed the story; most did not, 
But two or three conducted to the spot 
Persuade him to repeat his stamp of foot- 
But to rehearse their plot, what can it boot? 
Dog, meeting others at the self -same place. 
And seeing boldness on each sheepish face, 
Ran when they stami)ed the foot, and bowed the 

head. 
And sheep pursued, when Dog thus tamely fled. 
Imagination, peopling earth with ghosts. 
With pirate forces plunders Reason's coasts. 
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A revolution came : for other sheep 
Allowed not mastery of Dog to sleep, 
Held meetings late and early, bleated loud. 
And scorned to be miscalled "a sheepish crowd. 
Plain indications were by subjects given, 
That rights, supposed to be bestowed by heaven, 
And from them reft by tyrants, dog and man. 
Would be reclaimed in terms of nature's plan. 
But, though bleated thunder reached their ears. 
The despots laughed away all sheepish fears. 
And Dog maintained should he in anger bark. 
He would to silence put a bleating park, 
Or drive before his unassisted rush 
Armies he might not with his forces crush. 
But other thoughts evolving sheep possessed ; 
The latest wisdom was their welcome guest, 
The primal monad, from which all things sprung. 
Whence sheep had grown, while still the world 

was young; 
Before its ice-cap from the world was swept. 
Or down Niagara the torrents leapt ; 
Before an ape had learned Prometheus* art 
And stolen fire to others could impart. 
Or, standing round a lightning-kindled tree, 
The fire would nourish, nor would from it fiee; 
Before the men of science's stone-age 
A flint for arrow-head or axe could gauge ; 
Or could on better fruits than acorns dine. 
And for spring water drink fermented wine ; 
Before the skin, that clothed primeval man. 
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By wishing turned its hue to white from tan ; 
For Boienoe has life's greatest problems solved ; 
Wishing has life to nobler life evolved I 
Nor knew they why a sheep at sheep should stop, 
Nor be evolved to Being's highest top. 
Too long to tyrants had they tamely bowed, 
To fiercer things sheep should evolve, they vowed, 
Their rights tiiey formidate, free pasture, un- 
restrained 
By bounding fence, or soulless Dog, to ravin 

trained. 
For some, whose wandering feet had travelled 

wide. 
Brought tidings back, retailed with travelled pride, 
Of meadows greener, fresher than their own. 
And distant hills with richer pasture sown ; — 
"This velvet cushioned park, though good enough. 
Compared with mountain grass, is dry and tough. 
To us who have these pleasant mountains trode. 
And nibbled at our ease their sweetest sod." 
These were their tales, but whether feigned or true. 
Falls not within my purpose to review. 
Agreed were all that, all restraints removed, 
These i)asture8, newer, sweeter should be proved. 
**Our native rights from tyrants we shall wrest;" 
Summons to battle sweUs each sheepish breast 
With pride unknown before to heat their heart. 
Or disregard of threatened death impart. 
One tmdertook with Dog their cause to treat. 
And is accepted with a general bleat. 
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Thus had they learned, with an evolved snooess, 
Approval of a motion to express. 
As wise a way, to say of it the least, 
And not one whit more like a mindless beast, 
Than ''hear, heart" by crowds of men repeated. 
Who have something telling therewith greeted. 
The talent came but slowly, though at last 
Repeated failures into triumph passed, 
A common fate of genius in the bud. 
Which oft of failures chews a bitter cud. 
The delegate, by haughty Dog repulsed, 
Returned, with pantings of affright convulsed. 
Demanded vengeance on the head of Dog, 
And vowed his drowning in their foulest bog. 
On motion made, it was with bleats agreed, 
That, since they had not their slave tyrant f ee*d 
To join their ranks, in freedom's sacred cause. 
And for repeal of man's oppressive laws, 
With change of front, and by a common rush, 
Dog they should frighten off, or boldly crush; 
Though some, at thought of bloodshed, bleat, 

"Afraid," 
And motions to avoid this crushing made. 
By leaping fences where the fence was low. 
Or praying Dog his watch he would forego. 
But bolder spirits boldly to them said, 
** Where war conducts, by war shall we be led : 
Rough is. the game ; war is not lambkins' play : 
Who think not so, let them with lambkins 

stay." 
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A wolf 9 whom hunger kejyt awake one night, 
Became aware of this new claim of right, 
Asked by a Parliament of rebel sheep, 
Preparing now to risk a rebel's leap, 
The leap that Reason in the dark oft takes. 
And, looking back, at its safe landing quakes ; 
Or grieves it took, deep in a quagmire bogged 
Where just suspicions should have movement 

dogged. 
Sir Wolf, his ears by hunger made more keen, ; 
Saw profit from the claim, to them unseen, 
Approved it fully with a wanter's art. 
And kindly wished good counsel to impart; 
But kindness such as empty stomachs show. 
Such counsels as from hope of getting flow. 
He heard sheep's speeches, safe, a wall between. 
Much wishing sheep could reach the outside green. 
Since crossing was by height to him denied. 
On craft for his success Sir Wolf relied. 
"Dear sheep "—he spoke in voice of tender love— 
** I love thee more than doth its mate a dove : 
Thou art oppressed, art plundered of thy rights. 
Enslaved by tyrants, closely i)enned of nights. 
Lest thou should'st seek what should be thine 

alone, 
The sweetest grass on greenest pastures grown. 
Thy roving footsteps glad would I attend, 
My time in finding treasures for thee spend, 
And thee conduct to fairest sheep's-delight, 
Regaining for thee thine abstracted right ; 
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Or teaching thee, from slave to master changed, 
How, having to a higher being ranged. 
Thou may'st evolve into the lord of dog. 
And at thy pleasure treat him to a bog ; 
Or may, on even terms, with despot man 
Treaties arrange, or empires' downfall plan. 
Our primal monad is the safest ground. 
Whereon rights of advancement thou should'st 

found. 
To greater being sheep from it may grow, 
Than man has known or ever yet will know. 
Ground it is whereon were all things builded. 
Source it is that strength and reason yielded : 
And who can tell but, in some coming age, 
Sheep may outsoar man's boasted reason-stage. 
On one advice I strongly do insist: 
Basy to follow ; none should it resist. 
Let each his wishing cap for ever wear. 
From wishing none should day or night forbear. 
Sleeping or waking let each one wish on 
Till to fulfilment have these wishes gone. 
Some morning will i)erceive a tiger's claws 
Evolved from peaceful sheep's unwarlike paws. 
And lions' tearing teeth the jaws adorn, 
Or eagles' rending bill of steel-like horn. 
Let each his wishing cup assume and keep : 
Life's great advances thus your race will reap. 
If I can aid, my services command; 
For freeing thee from folds I always stand, 
Man I from the heart abhor, dog detest, 
But in my home, sheep is a welcome guest, 
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A friend, whose coining sheds delight abroad— 
We call thee, yes, the sweetest gift of God. 
Now if with me it please thee to combine. 
Arrange that when Sir Dog shall see thy line 
Advancing for his overthrow or death, 
I shall distract him with low, bated breath. 
Enough thy despot's slave to overawe 
With dread of butting head, and stamping paw. 
Between two fires that coward, wisely placed. 
Has never either of them bravely faced. 
But, to preserve from bogs his canine head. 
At swiftest speed has smallest danger fled. 
Union is strength : therefore with me combine. 
And fearless charge in one unshrinking line.'* 
*'A friend outside," cried sheep: "Hear how he 

takes!" 
Then counsel seeks, and an arrangement makes : 
For wolf each entrance had considered well. 
And rightly could its times of opening tell. 
As Lawyers, who consider only fees. 
Reveal to clients only points that please. 

To fire their pride, to keep their courage tense. 
An orator addressed these words of sense, 
For all that falls from philosophic lips 
As honey pure on stocks uncultured drips : 
"Since from a monad slave and tyrant come. 
Since life is far from having reached its sum, 
May not a lucky birth to sheep assign. 
By wishing cap displacing will divine, 
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Survival of the fittest in its line? 
A hero bom to elevate our race. 
And from our annals wipe out past disgrace? 
Who waits may win : who ventures, he may do 
What others hope for, or in dreams pursue. 
Why should not heroes be the sons of sheep? 
Do we on women slight or railing heap. 
Who say that they as fearful are as ewes* 
And flight, but not resistance, always choose? 
Tet, hero-mothers are they proudly called. 
Who by a sportive lamb are oft appalled I 
Who scream if little lambkins at them butt 
Or their retreat to tree or cottage cutt 
Awake t An end be put to slothful age t 
Awake ! content no more with stagnant stage. 
That leaves us sheepish, as our fathers were. 
Slandered, bitten, barked at, wrongs that we 

incur'*— 
What more he said in bleating noise was drowned. 
Survival of the best by speech now crowned. 
Dog, unaware of plot to rise arranged. 
Or subject spirits from their lords estranged. 
Blind, as tyrants are, to indications given. 
Or, by contempt, to careless acting driven, 
In majesty reposed with open eyes. 
And head outstretched, that on Us f orepaws lies. 
Too confident to dream of rebel sheep. 
Or lose for them one wink of waking sleep. 
Surprised, he views his charges closing in. 
As who by sudden rush would outlet win, 
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The reAT ranks urging forward those in front. 
Themselves averse to bear the war^s first bnmt. 
There, centre of the way he oarefol watched. 
While winks of sleep as carefully he snatched. 
A growl behind, low whispered, caught his ear, 
Intended, none beisides that growl should hear; 
At him, at him alone that growl was shot, 
A waning sent of enemy in rear. 
Though fighting was no part of growler's plot. 
Uneasy, war behind, and doubt in frcmt. 
Of which should Dog decide to bear the bruntP 
No pause his subjects gave but on they 

came. 
By leaders led, who stamped their feet the same 
As frightened dog with memories of ghosts. 
Whom now he saw advMice in fieecy hosts. 
If dogs can think, Mid, much on both sides said. 
Still lives debate, by facts or fancies fed. 
If dogs can think, Dog thought the wiser plan . 
Was imitation of his master, Man. 
He rose, he wept, he bolted through the gate 
**Who runs,'* he said, "may live to ccmquer fate: 
Who stands, may life on useless nothings waste; 
In standing here, there is no refuge placed.** 
And fast behind him came -triumphing sheep. 
Who pities them, for Dog will also weep. 
No bark he gave to make his boasting good, 
That one from him their uproar silence would. 
I see him running, head half turned awry. 
With ears awake to catch each danger^s cry, 

F 
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Laid back to better hear what oame behind. 
And eye wherein was read a shamefast mind* 
His tail, no standard now in battle waving. 
Or as test of force a rival braving. 
Bat drooling, limp, and gone its pride of plaoe. 
Between his legs lay hnmbled in disgrace : 
Because, for so philosophers are thinking. 
His nearest part to foes was from them shrinking; 
Since now philosophy, from heaven to earth 

descending. 
Its labour is on fundamental trifles spending— 
Why dogs by wag of tail express th^ pleasure, 
Or with tail between their legs their terror measure ; 
Or why a lamb with wag of stump reveals 
The joy at first draughts from a teat it feels. 
**Was ever sweeter grass or greener seen,** 
Cried sheep, who of success the winnings glean. 
"Our masters, grudging us these pastures rich. 
Have cooped us in by boimding wall and ditch, 
Lest we should know what worlds of sweetness lie. 
Where they can crop, what they would us deny." 
Down went each head within the foremost rank. 
And nibbled, heedless of a fleecy bank 
Of eager friends, as covetous of jojrs. 
Should they prove real, or but infants' toys. 
"Make room, " exclaimed in heat a crowd behind, 
"This stop to progress shows a selflsh mind.** 
Then pressing to enjoy their pleasant lines, 
Bager, they revel in untasted mines 
Of grass, of which nought better could be writ 
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Thftn that, to him- who is with roving smit. 
An outside pasture always sweeter feels 
Than either sheep or mankind's homegot meals. 
Sir Wolf 9 concealed, the pleasant play beholds. 
Delighted looks, and laughs at empty folds. 
Rolls on his back, and kicks his heels in air. 
And licks his lips while dinner sheep prepare: 
Too wise, his presence to reveal betimes 
To simpletons, unconscious of his crimes. 

Along the meadow, far and near, are spread 
Rebels, by love of sweeter pasture led 
To distant scenes, to fields of joy untried. 
To lofty hills, once but from far espied. 
Thus scattered wide, beyond Dog's gracious care. 
Who, scarcely yet recovered from his scare. 
In argument is lost, in reason, fear, 
And for his panic-flight lets fall a tear, 
Fto from the fold, a lamb, in covert caught. 
In sport too plasrf ul from its mother strayed. 
To rascal wolf a welcome dinner brought, 
And on the grass its innocence Lb laid, 
A pleasant first fruits of his savage wiles, 
Who ends with death what he began with smiles. 

Descending night belated wanderers leads 
To gather in where each near other feeds. 
In scattered groups apart they nestle round. 
Few morning braves in evening darkness found. 
Lambless are silent, without cause to bleat; 
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Mothers their thoughtlesd oif spring much entreaty 

With many mi anxious call* repeated loud» 

To oease their plasrf ul straying from the crowd. 

Bat» sounding far in stillest midnight skies. 

These mothers' calls as invitations rise 

To savage wolf a timid prey to rend ; 

Lover of sheep, he troly said, not friend. 

That night of horrors why rehearse complete, 

Or Sheep's reflections on evolving, meet 

For one who thought himself to somewhat grown. 

That might a silly sheep's descent disown? 

But morning light, with dogs and shepherds come, 

RevealB of pride's results the dreadful sum. 

What mangled heaps of dead and dying lay t 

Such savage rage to rend did Wolf betray. 

Such hateful thirst for blood, such joy to kill, 

A monster's pleasure in but working iU I 

And some, by terror driven to craggy height, 

One danger shunning, on another light. 

To dimb was easy, to descend a task. 

Which neither Dog nor Ifan of Sheep could ask. 

Imprisoned on a shelf of beetling rock, 

These pioneers of an evolving flock, ' 

find their position higher upon earth. 

Their nature helpless, hopeless too their berth. 

For rifle bails their misery must end. 

And prove to these aspirants nature's friend. 



Sheep, taught philosophers henceforth to shun. 
Though leaders called of a progressive race. 
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Oonsider evolation dangerous fun. 

To inrecdpioes nearer than to grace. 

If through the reason roads to evolution lie, 

Let reasoning Man, not Sheep the pathway try : 

Let Ifan the wondrous wishing-cap assume, 

And by it reach a palace not a tomb : 

Sheep neyer will, by coloured craft seduced, 

To aim at higher being be induced : 

A sheep remain, who as a sheep was bom. 

Nor for its nature feel a scoffer's scorn. 

Till million years of ohMiges overpass 

And primal monads bring to birth, not grass. 

But other products of the bank of Time 

Whose honoured cheques to higher being climb 

Unless it happen that, as ages roll, 

Man to his nonsense set mi ending goal. 

And say, where facts conduct by facts be led. 

But call not facts what are by fancies bred : 

A wishing cap, that may such marvels work. 

As would romance's great achievements burke. 

An effort that, a thousand times repeated. 

Booms to be of an advance defeated : 

A fin become a wing, a wing an arm ; 

A Ut of skin a tooth by wishing's charm. 
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"Boat I** at the midnight a watcher cries. 
Keenly scanning the gleaming river ; 

The moon is hanging in azure skies. 
With rippling Ught the waters quiver. 

''Boat! Boat!** repeated from midmost arch 
Of a high-peaked bridge that crowns the stream, 

Tells of Ml army below on march. 
Flitting like half-seen ghosts in a dream. 



Sweet is the song of flowing water. 
Where the lighted night is hushed in sleep ; 

Its song is drowned in shouts of slaughter 
Where ambushed men on an army leap. 

*Boatl Boatr the sUenoe of midnight breaks, 
A bugle-call to an ambush Uown ; 

On river and air its eoho shakes 
The silenoe. that sits cm midnighfe throne. 
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Flash I Flash I The going of Silver Scales 1 
" Boat ! Boat ! ** Up, sleepers in lodge below t 

Swiftly the call of the watcher sails, 
Faster than feet of the wanderers go. 

The moonlit stream is as crystal dear. 
Its depth below to the watcher bright I 

For childhood's home the wanderers steer, 
Ghiided by errorless instinct's light. 

From ambush rushes a freighted boat ; 

Piled on the stern a river-fence lies, 
A hand to place on the river's throat. 

Till the army, that travels it, dies. 

Eager the note of the watcher's calls. 
Eager the hands that an answer speed; 

Over the river a barrier falls, 
To the marching army floating weed. 

Oars are flashing across the river, 
And over the stem the net slips out ; 

Wanderers hesitate not nor shiver 
For floating weed, or for watcher's shout. 

From ocean the swimmers are racing, 
From war of waves to peace of the glen ; 

Their footsteps are river-paths tracing. 
Ambushed with wiles and yrempons of men. 
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Reason and instinct in combat close ; 

Reason is gathering i»rey and wealth; 
Straight to its purposes instinct goes. 

Baffled or mastered by reascm's stealtii* 

The boat runs back to the river strand, 
Its tryst it keeps with the lodge's rope ; 

Eager, the rowers, leaping on land. 
Poll in the net up the causewayed slope. 

Ooil on coil of the river*wall lies. 
Piled to the booted fishermen's knees; 

In silent waters is snared no prise. 
Nothing a watching beholder sees. 

Strong is the strain on sinewy arms. 
As back they bend to their heavy pull ; 

But the floating weeds cause no alarms. 
Though the bag be of wanderers fnlL 

Last of the floats is nearing the bank ; 

A bubble or two the surface fleck : 
Has reason drawn from instinct a blank? 

Or won a spoil from an army's wreck? 

The flash of a tail churning the stream t 
Another t Faster the haulers drag : 

The shallows with foam and silver gleam, 
There is life, there is wrath in the bag. 
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With his shooldered dab the fAmjBt stands. 
Watching a fisher's riTsrJiid priaa : 

A firmer dutch of his thirsting hands I 
Signs of life in the shallows he spiee. 

Shallower grows the causeway eddy. 
Quicker the net are haulers dragging; 

The slayer now for death more readyl 
The datives for escape not flagging I 

White as the surf on an ocean rock. 
Where billows crash on an iron coast, 

Is the wrathful diuming fishers mock. 
As their captives* life becomes a ghost. 



Oh, red is the snout of Silver Scales 1 
Oh, red is the twine of the landed netl 

Stilled is the anger of flashing tails; 
Death has the wanderers* army met. 
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By verdant meadow, limpid Iake» 
By desert well, by river brake, 
A monarch's guests the castle seek 
F6r birthday feast, for banquet week. 

Under the scented pine-wood's shade^ 
Past balsam palms, in alleys laid. 
On grass, to greenness nursed by man, 
The path to that fair palace ran. 

Of vast extent, a sweet retreat^ 
A refuge in the summer heat. 
The castle graced a mountain side, 
A monument of kingly pride. 

There, captives groan ii^ rocky deeps. 
Whose hiding heart the sorrow keeps. 
When rulers fetter subjects' wrongs 
To stapled walls with iron thongs. 
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Mid flashing lights and gleam of gold, 
Mid silver sheen, and wealth untold. 
With laughter gay, with careless jests. 
The winecup circles round the guests. 

A trifle wakened laughter loud, 
A nothing, jest for idle crowd : 
A prophet in the dungeons lay. 
Who would not truth of God betray. 

The monarch's heart with wine was glad ; 
Each guest his share of mirth would add. 
As into vacant minds there stole 
Such cheer as foams a drinker's bowl. 

For wine and women rule above, 
And wine is gilding lawless love. 
Reproof is buried in the rock : 
Hell, jesters please ; God, jesters mock. 

"A birthday gift," the steward called. 
To ladies' will perforoe enthralled ; . 
"A birthday giftl" and silence fell. 
For none that birthday gift could tell. 

With many dasrs their king they pledge. 
For many dayB the chiefs allege 
He would hb happy reign extend. 
They prayed his life might never end. 
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With higher praisee rivals strove 
To vanquish rivals, when they wove 
Sweet nothings for the monarch's joy, 
And fancies made their one employ. 

But sick was he of wishes vain. 
As sick was he as proud to reign ; 
Some better thing the King desired, 
Not forced by hope, by love inspired. 

For, men who know it least desire 
To feel the glow of sacred fire. 
When true love prompts an honest aim. 
To cheer them with affection's flame. 



"A birthday gift, my lord!" they shout; 
The space within they cleared of rout, 
Of idlers, who on feasters ga2se. 
And envy cups the drinkers raise. 

Now, women look within the door. 
To see they dear the marble floor; 
The servants, ranged in order, stand. 
The heralds of a fairy band. 

A gay parterre of blooming girls 
With laughing looks advance in whirls, 
Bddies in a moving river. 
Circling round the present-giver. 

o 



i 



06 Th£ BiHhddty Gift. 

Grace and beauty onward flowing, 
Greater was the volume growing, 
Rosy lips and rustling dresses, 
Smiling faces, silken tresses. 

Down went each drinker's golden cup. 
Bach f caster ceased to talk or sup; 
They ga2se upon the moving group. 
Behind their queen the maidens troop. 

The oldest wished that he were young. 
His eyes were flame, and loose his tongue. 
His heart he whispers with a sigh 
How in that garden he could die. 

The stateman, sick of craft and guile. 
The bigot, sick of priestly wile, 
Though hoar their locks, and white their beard, 
Enchantment owned, its fetters feared. 

With e3ree and ears alike entranced. 
Before the f casters glory danced ; 
A rainbow here, a sunset there. 
With splendour filled the smiling air. 

The simple grace of maiden youth 
Is lovely as the smile of truth ; 
Arrayed in white the damsels stood. 
Each guest allowed the show was good. 



\ 
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A birthday present had they paid, 
Such as the richest gift outweighed : 
Nor ought was needed from them more. 
These roses on the marble floor. 



The princess to her father kneels ; 
Her birthday casket she unseals. 
With dances asks the feast to grace, 
And asks it with a blushing face. 

And maidens, who beside her kneel. 
With looks express what bosoms feel. 
And from the wineglad monarch wring 
Leave to present the gift they bring. 

For leave was needed in that hall 
To grant what would to each recall. 
Whose daughters waited on their queen. 
Dishonour done — ^leave was a screen. 

Words cannot speak what looks convey. 
Nor represent may night the day; 
A modest blush, a heaving breast 
With charms divine the banquet blest. 

No dancing women these who ask 
To do the shameless women's task ; 
A princess and her maidens brave 
The work of dancing women crave. 
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Unseemly sight in royal court, 
But comely deemed, that, for their sport, 
A princess head the dancing throng. 
Her maidens raise the dancers' song. 

Disparting then to either hand. 
With drums and lutes the damsels standi 
And in the centre throne their queen. 
With ample space to dance between. 

The maiden princess dances well. 
And timbrel players nurse the spell, 
While wine and lights and plaudits throw 
On her swift footsteps gilded glow. 

The princess leads, her maidens follow, 
Sweeping in a circle hollow. 
Her step they imitate, her tread, 
Each movement of her graceful head. 

Her little hand with music rings, 
When from the drum its notes she flings. 
And quicker, lighter round they race, 
While vainly eyes the figures trace. 

Heightened colour, bosoms heaving, 
Rapid stepping, eyes deceiving, 
Inflame beholders' happy hearts 
With graceful maidens' birthday arts. . 
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like stars of night in azure blae» 
Bach movement from them flashes threw, 
As braided hair and golden zone 
Gave answer to the timbrel's tone. 

The monarch's guests applauses shower; 
How sweet that blush I A maiden's power I 
What lovely garlands crowd the floor, 
Where moving grace and beauty pour I 

The heated King, entranced, demands, 
"What wilt thou? Half my Kingdom's lands ? 
Ask what thou wilt, that shall I give, 
Sure as these guests and I do live." 

A wine cup spake ; a king was snared ; 
A woman's hate the net prepared. 
Her daughter was a fisher's tool 
To lure into its toils a fool. 

Oh, shameless mother, shameless wife. 
Who art with God and man at strife I 
Who cmshest conscience, that thy hate 
With prophet blood thou mayest sate I 

With grace the princess begged his leave 
To dream of gifts she might receive. 
And promised, ere the feast should end. 
To say, how he could her befriend. 
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And then the merry, laughmg group 
In low obeisance floorward stoop, 
Their thanks express by acted sign. 
And wander forth in ordered line. 

A moving stream of summer flowers 
In living glory colour showers, 
To cheat the senses of the wise, 
And lift earth's dullards to the skies. 

Has heaven above to earth come down 
To vanquish time's cold-hearted frown. 
Or fill the palace for an hour 
With fruit of love's almighty power? 



Loud were the praises feasters raised, 
A courtier's praise, from men amazed 
At folly by a princess done. 
Reward by woman's folly won. 

Though loud the praise, their deeper thought 
Was folly in their Israel wrought. 
And marvelled they within that hall. 
What farther folly might befall. 

But nought on faces could be seen. 
No trace could keenest gazers glean 
Of wonder, or of secret wrath 
At maidens treading folly's path. 
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How bright his eye, how glad his look, 
Who from his throne no measure took 
Of deep design in maidens' dance, 
Or hiding veil in courtier's glance. 

A rainbow filled the banquet room, 
Fled from its arch the monarch's gloom ; 
And sunshine on his bosom burst, 
like water found for desert thirst. 



Again the steward's loud demand, 
" Space for the birthday givers' band I " 
And gentle tread of little feet 
Attends their queen to monarch's seat. 

With chaplets now each head is gay, 
Of richest flowers the rivals they ; 
But chaplets are a borrowed grace 
To heighten charms of mien and face. 

The rustle of their flowing dress 
Can only love and grace express ; 
The colour of each blushing cheek 
A damsel's heart, to sorrow meek. 

Before them stood their girlish queen. 
Of princely bearing, maiden mien, 
A lip, where love alone could rest. 
An eye that sight of blood distressed. 
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The King beheld the maidens stand. 
He saw them waiting his command 
A promise made them to redeem. 
Or lose by failure men's esteem. 

In accents soft the princess spoke, 
How sweetly they on f casters broke. 
Ripple of a flowing rirer. 
An arrow from a maiden's qoiyer. 

*'The Baptist's head," then spake the maid 
" Be hither brought, on charger laid ; " 
She prayed as calm, as if she sought 
A jewelled gift by goldsmith wrought. 

Ah I vain should earthly cunning try, 
And Tainly man's inrention sigh. 
To match the gift that princess claims. 
And in reward for dancing names. 

If folly thus could lightly gain 
The richest prize in life's domain. 
Would He, who sits on high, allow 
This outcome of a drinker's vow. 

Ouest looked on guest in silence deep ; 
Count of his heart-beats each could keep; 
The roses were to ashes turned. 
The banquet's lamps like Tophet bumedw 
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And who with love or wine were hot, 
A breease off snow on Hermon caught, 
And drew their tonios tighter round 
To shut out breath of frozen ground. 

Oh, troubled eye t Oh, speechless tongue t 
Thy wiU, in swaying balance hung. 
Told the tale of a tyrant's dread. 
Who from pursuing furies fled. 

"An holy and a just man hel 
And with his words my thoughts agree ; 
When his commands he on me lays, 
Oh, be the doer, conscience prasrs." 

But lawless lore is stronger far; 
It triumphs in this conscience war ; 
The King is slave of weakling's pride, 
He scorns a conscience for his guide. 

His brow was clouded: dull his eye; 
He would, but dared not heave a sigh 
To tell within that silent hall, 
A maiden's words may Kings appaL 

"The guiltless slay? My oath revoke?** 
His pride, his startled conscience spoke. 
A trumpet blast his conscience blew. 
His pride a sneer at prophets threw. 
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And when the trumpet blast grew low, 
He heard the laughter louder grow. 
Till throne and palace rung with sneers 
At humbled pride, and monarch's fears. 

''My oath forbids delay be made, 
My word is passed, by haste betrayed 
A deed to do I would refuse, 
Were I still free my course to choose." 

The field of battle pride nudntains ; 
Conscience a passing homage gains. 
Is beckoned off with frightened eye. 
But lifts its warning finger high. 

His speech was thick, his words came slow. 
He spake perforce, but spake so low, 
That listeners held their breath to hear, 
And who were far approached more near. 

" My signet to the warder bear : 

Haste t Fool, what means that varlet stare? 

My princess and her maidens wait 

Till thou perform decree of fate." 

Slow to resolve, but quick to do. 
Are hearts, to conscience found untrue; 
The barrier passed : the eyil done ; 
A moment, trouble ; peace is won. 



\ 
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A long, low sob : a wail of woe ; 
His steward and his signet go 
From deepest palaoe vault to lift 
To banquet hall a monarch's gift. 

A nauseous taste the drinkers felt: 
Of guiltless blood each charger smelled ; 
Their dainties down the feasters threw, 
And on them blood's pollution view. 

The beauty of these blooming maids. 
The bright parterre of roses fades ; 
Blood, blood is staining silken tress. 
Blood, blood defiling dancer's dress. 

Death has come to the birthday feast, 
By greatest seen, and seen by least : 
The spectre's terror on them lies ; 
A speechless voice for silence cries. 

A shudder shook the banquet hall. 
And eyes were lifted to the wall 
To see the doom a finger wrote. 
That could from God's decisions quote. 

But on each heart that finger writes 
The judgment passed on him who fights 
Beneath the banner pride exalts. 
And joys when conscience faints or halts. 
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Hurrying footsteps I Heavy tread ! 
Something coming, a something dread 1 
A wail, so low it seemed a breath, 
Sharp-drawn, precedes this march of death. 

No gay parterre of roses now ; 
The sweat beads gather on each brow; 
No blushing dancers sweep the floor, 
But back recoil who crowd the door. 

A headsman bears the charger high, 
Where silent lips in blood-pools lie ; 
The tongue, that spake the words of fire. 
Shall wake no more a woman's ire. 

With hand-hid faces maidens sobbed, 
With terror hearts of stoutest throbbed, 
These silent lips more speech inspired 
Than speaker's voice, with passion fired. 

A presence seen not filled the hall. 
And unseen faces hearts appal, 
That thought not of the deed till done, 
And wept too late a life-race run. 



With other forms the air was filled, 
Than nobles wished or monarch willed ; 
Unbidden to the feast they came, 
In heaven alone is known each name. 
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Herody glittering on his throne, 
With conscience knows himself alone» 
From courtiers' flattery has fled, 
And face to face stands with the dead. 

A still small voice the tyrant hears, 
Tliat secret source of idle tears ; 
"Murderer I" in his hearing rings, 
'^Murderer!" echo laughing sings. 

"Prei>are, oh King, to meet thy doom I 
Murderer, now begins thy gloom ! ** 
The headsman's voice the spell has broke; 
"Thy will is done:" the Edng awoke. 

He dared not speak : a sign he made ; 
In maiden hands the charger, laid, 
Her youthful life with blood has stained, 
A proidiet's blood, for dancing drained. . 

And captains, who had battles fought. 
Or seen the bloodshed battles wrought. 
Looked on that head with faces white— 
God would the deed of blood requite. 

But proudly went the princess back. 
Ashamed she was not, no, nor slack, 
To that vile mother who inspired 
The madness, that her daughter fired. 
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The prophet's voice on earth no more 
Shall comfort speak, or wandngs pour, 
When eager crowds around him flock. 
To hear or learn, i)erchance to mock. 

But hearts shall faint, and cheeks grow pale. 
And trembling hands of strongest fail. 
When conscience sounds the prophet's name. 
And memory paints the deed of shame. 

Wars of time for him are ended, 
Right and wrong no longer blended. 
Where now he sleeps or works or rests, 
Nor deeds of men by conscience tests. 

Brief was the triumph won by hate ; 
Swift was the march of vengeful fate, 
Brief the enjoyment from a crime 
That stains a name in rolls of time. 

In battle foiled by him he wronged. 

Slain were the chiefs his halls who thronged ; 

To exile driven, of honours reft, 

A name of scorn the slayer left. 

Of feasters' hall, of monarch's throne. 
These pleasant hills no traces own; 
Sunk are the giant walls in night. 
Sunk underneath a curse's blight. 
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The dungeon where the prophet prayed, 
And where his block the headsman laid, 
A silent witness still remains 
Of monarch's shame, and prophet's pains. 



r 




THE RACE 
FOR RICHES. 
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The bell has rung : the riders ready, 

The race is nearing a start : 
Nerve and muscle are still unsteady 

With a quickly going heart. 

The race for wealth, in face of the world, 

Is the fastest race of time : 
Rider and horse into pitfalls hurled, 

Are choked in the filth or slime. 

Cross they may ; they may float on the top ; 

What pools of fathomless dirt I 
None for a neighbour will weep, or stop. 

For the drowned or deadly hurt. 

Or, over a hurdle bound to leap. 

Not knowing what lies beyond. 
Tumble they may on a golden heap. 

Or sink in a slough of despond. 
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Befouled with slime from a filthy pit, 
Or maimed with colliding shock, 

They shudder to hear the laughers' wit, 
Who the race for riches mock. 

Bitter the cry their fortune utters; ' 
They cannot wash stains away ; 

The boldest heart with horror flutters, 
Nor will face the tell-tale day. 

''A Thousand Guineas" the race is named. 

It may win a million more : 
For craft and cunning these racers famed I 

But for goodness— no, nor lore I 

To be pointed at, The Millionaire, 
Or followed along the course, 

Is dearly bought with a life's despair 
And splendidly wasted force. 

Praise of the churches his money built 
A conscience will not appease. 

If the worm within and fear or guilt 
Are waiting life's ended lease. 

To be laughed at when the cofi&n lid 
Is yet unscrewed on the dead, 

And from spirit ears may not be hid 
The curses of men he bled! 




THE STONE 
CUT OUT 
WITHOUT 
HANDS. 
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1. 
Stone, from the mountain won, 

Not cut by hand of man, 

The wonders thou hast done, 

No numberer number can. 

2. 
Heathen idols thou didst crush, 

Kings' thrones didst overthrow; 

Thy footsteps' silent rush 

Swept on like ocean's flow. 

a 

Thy pathway thou hast lined 
With shattered empires' wreck; 

Though Kings thy march divined, 
No warriors could thee check. 

L 

Straws upon a river. 

Or dust motes in a storm. 
None could blows deliver 
Nor shield against thee form. 
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5. 
Rock, thou workest wonders! 

Oh, force that nowhere rests, 
Rolling on in thunders 

From plains to mountain crests, 

6. 
Or, in the silence deep 

Of conscience-smitten hearts. 
Thou rousest thoughts from sleep 

That scare earth's crowded marts. 

7. 
Nor voice is heard, nor tread, 

When comes thy step of doom ; 
They feared, they fell, or fled. 

Or passed to light from gloom. 

a 

Before thee darkness lies, 
And fields, with poison sown ; 

Where under gloomy skies. 
Are fruits of evil grown. 

9. 
Behind thee blooms the rose. 

Sweet scented is the air. 
With laughter nature glows, 

'Hope banishes despair. 




The Stone Cut Out Without Hands. 121 

10. 

Rock, thou rollest onward, 

By mosses never stained; 
Thus thou pressest forward. 

Till furthest earth be gained. 

11. 

Down thou smitest races, 
That would thy rolling stay; 

Shame inflames the faces 
That dare to bar thy way. 

12. 

O stone, with healing fraught 
For man and beast and field ; 

To earth thy coming brought 
From death and woe a shield. 

18. 

Priests and princes lended 
Their hand to help thee on ; 

Yes, their pride pretended 
Thy rolling power was gone. 

14. 

Frail were the props they placed. 

Nor aided they thy speed; 
By them thou wert not graced. 

Nor of them hadst thou need 
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15. 

Behind thee crashed they lay 
By thy swift rolling smit: 

For meddlers fear thy nay, 
Who sayest, It is writ. 

16. 

Still, men devices add 
Who will thy rolling own, 

The best thou provest bad. 
Thou moVst thyself alone. 

17. 

Although thou seemest dead, 
Thou crossest man's designs, 

To darkness are they sped. 
On thine the sunlight shines. 



IS. 

They say, "Thou art grown old;" 
They cry, "Decay has come: 

' To day is changed thy gold, 
Thy voice to-day is dumb." 

19. 

Thou their thoughts despisest. 
But words thou wilt not speak. 

Thou in wrath arisest, 
In deeds they shall thee seek. 




.« 
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20. 

Silence though thou keepest 

By deeds is answer made, 
Though they dream thou sleepeet, 

Thrust is thine hand from shade, 

21. 

To stay thy friends or cheer, 

Amid the doubts of men, 
To blunt the stroke or sneer 

Of sword, of tongue, or pen. 

22. 

No trace hast thou of age, 

Nor knowest thou decay ; 
Thy youth defies the rage, 

That smites each house of clay. 

28. 

O stone, that rollest still. 

As thou hast rolled of old. 
How dareth hiunan will 

Against thee thus be bold? 

21 

On in thy greatness roll, 

On in thy loving grace, 
Till kneU of Time shall toll. 

Till Thou Shalt Time displace. 



N 



A SUNNY DAY 
AND A SAD 
HEART. 
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1. 

My heart is wae, my thochts are sad; 
The sun, the sky, the fields are glad. 
An' zephyrs wonder at the sigh 
Fm h^^ to heave, as past they fly. 

2. 
This mom sae fa' are they o' love 
For man below, for God above. 
They wonder I can spend ma time 
On things that are na as sublime. 

8. 
For I hae lost ma pairt in life ; 
ril no be missed, if, in the strife, 
Its fighters riot, shout an' scream, 
An' I joost say, ** It's a' a dream." 

4. 
There's ae thing cheers ma spirit up, 
Ae pleasiure sweetens sorrow's cup, 
An e'e that looks sae soft in mine 
It winna let my heart repine. 
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5. 
An' tho' the world be a' a-jee, 
An' life is black as black can be, 
That face is like a sun for light. 
It winna let me leave the fight. 

6. 
There's ane abiine, there's ane below, 
A refuge baith in seas of woe. 
The ane below was surely sent 
To teach the ane abune's intent. 

7. 
Ae gentle word, ae lovin' look- 
Then aff me like the snaw I shook 
The cauld that gathered round ma heart 
An' bade me weep for my lost part. 

8. 
An' stronger felt I for the fash. 
Like noble steed that spurns the lash. 
An', boldly facing time an' tide. 
On stormy waves will calmly ride. 



\ 
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1. 

Dinna tell ma mither 

Ye're comin' efter me, 
Say ye want ma brither, 

An' look wi' half an e'e. 
When I come danein' ben the hoose, 
An' she cries oot, ye giddy goose I 

2. 
An' lauch as load's ye like, 

An' flout me to the brim, 
Ga'in' me a towsy tyke, 

Or o' the deil a limb ; 
If I greet, hand on your davers, 
Greetin' means I ken them havers. 

a 

Ye manna tak' my pairt, 

When ithers me misca'. 
An' never look my airt. 

Though I be jeered by a', 
An' ca'd a taupie an' a fule, 
The dunce o' dimces at the scule. 
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4. 
I'm no a mither's pet, 

The love-licht o' her e'e : 
Her heart's agamst me set, 

Nae comer's kept for me ; 
My mither's dead an' in her grave, 
This mither's love gangs to the lave. 

5. 
I was her little doo 

Before ma mither died, 
Eh I Hoo she kisses blew. 

An' strokit me an' lied, 
When I was greetin' for the breast. 
That ance was little Toddle's nest. 

6. 
My f aither lives his life, 

An' think's a's richt wi' me. 
He's no that fond o' strife, 

As gang against her gree; 
The pnir man tells hoo Fm content, 
An' to her lies his wits he's lent. 

7. 
When ye come to woo me. 

Ye manna let them ken ; 
Weel I wot I'd rue me. 

If I ran dancin' ben 
To get a look, an' ae half-look. 
Or if ma heart a hale ane took. 
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8. 
Sulk to you she wudna daur, 

An' only smiles you'd see: 
Then on me she wud be warn* 

Than stingin' wasp or bee, 
Afore the seat you had wes cauld 
Or to ma heart Fd twenty tauld. 

0. 
She says ye lo'e her Jean ; 

It isna me ye want; 
Te canna let your een 

Aff her braw lassie slant 
To licht on an ill-gettit thing, 
Or to her finger gift a ring. 

10, 
I dinna envy Jean 

To be a mither's pet; 
I think mysel' a queen, 

An' a' my ills forget, 
If joost your een look into mine, 
Wi' glamour o' the licht divine. 

11. 
There's her little Jamie, 

I maun the laddie lo'e : 
An' there's toddlin' Phemie, 

They're unco like to you. 
An' hoo I hug them, hoo I kiss. 
The thinkin' on't is perfec' bliss. 
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12. 
It's braw to hear ye speak. 

It's joy to see ye come, 
It's life to touch your cheek. 

To look an' joost be dumb; 
An' thmk mysel',— what's best to say,- 
Frae hoose an' mither far away. 

18. 
I wish I dinna ken, 

Or dinna like to tell. 
But aye it comes again, 

rm thinkin' it's a spell 
Some warlock throws aboot my heart, 
An' lauchs to see me at him start. 

14. 
I canna lauch like him, 

Fm liker for to greet ; 
My een are growin' dim, 

Wi' tears I feel them weet. 
When to the hoose the warlock comes 
An' in my lug his magic hums. 

15. 
Gin' I but touch his hand, 

Gin on me he but smile, 
My heart is like to staund, 

Then gallops for a while ; 
I canna tell ye what is wrang. 
But here's the matter o' ma sang. 



^ 
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10. 
Will ye tak' me wi' ye? 

ril be your licht o' life ; 
Toull be happy wi' me ; 

Toull ca' me little wife, 
An* ril forget the lave for you, 
An' aye to you alane be true. 



\ 



TAK' HIM, 
LASSIE. 
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My mither bids me tak' him ; 

" He's made," says she, " O' money, 
An,' by my troth, I'll back him 

To be as sweet as honey. 

*^ Kind is he an' young, lassie ; 

Doucer lad there cudna be : 
Rule him wi' your tongue, lassie, 

Wi' his wishes just agree. 

''Tak' him, lassie, tak' him, noo: 
Apples ripe ye needna pu', 

Wi' a touch awa they cum ; 
Dinna screw your bonnie mou, 

Open't for the sugar plum. 

''Tak' him, lassie, tak' him quick, 
Dinna ye at fortune kick; 

What she sends, accept wi' glee : 
Though she wears a bandage thick, 

Mind she can a body see." 
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''Mither, dinna brek ma heart, 
Dinna tak* a goosie's part 

Wi' havers aboot siller, 
'Cause I have a lassie's art 

O' drawin' goosies till her." 

Weel she kent he had a purse, 
Weel she kent he wes a fule, 

Me she wantit for his nurse. 
Me to keep an infant scule. 

But-an-ben was a' we had ; 

What's inside wes no oor ain ; 
Rent was aw'n, the times were bad, 

An' to think o' things was pain. 

** Lassie dinna think it queer. 
Gin his lessons he shud speer 
At a mistress that he likes : 
Fash yer head aboot his fykes. 

**Ye will learn him whan to speak. 
An', mebbe, whan he shudna: 

For your fee ye'll offen keek 
Intil a pouch ye cudna 

"Get wi' ony ither man 
I hae kent sin' ye were bom : 

Dinna cross yer mither's plan, 
nka rose maun hae its thorn. 
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''Tak' him, lassie, tak' him sune, 
Dinna wear a pair o' shoon, 

Ooortin', dootin', thinkin* twice: 
Whan ye see the man's a spoon, 

Finish't wi' him in a trice.'* 

''Hud yer havers, mither dear, 

Aboot a nurse an' teacher : 
Dinna ding it in my ear 

To gang before a preacher 

''Wi' the thorn, without the rose, 

An' say the thing I cudna: 
While they tramp a lassie's toes 

An' whisper, Noo ye shudna. 

" Hun the lad that best I lo'e ! 

Wi' a fule my life to link ! 
May the thunder sclore my broo. 

If to tak' hun I shud think ! 

" Wed a cauf , that's made o' gold, 

O mither, dinna bid me ; 
O' a fule owre lang Fve tholed 

Will no my mither rid me? 

" Money's grand, gin ye hae nane, 

An' lassies want to marry : 
Siller's worthless as a stane. 

Gin ye a fule maiin carry. 



■N 
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" Gin I wedy an* dinna lo'e, 
Then Fll greet awa my life; 

Yon an' a' will mebbe rue 
What yell get o' stnrt an* strife.' 



« 



Lassie, gin ye read novels, 
Lang wil't be before the bells 

Ring in for your proclaimin' : 
Folk that pleases just themsels. 

Their hair wull aye need kamin*. 

"When a cat hes catch't a moose, 
But-an-ben she lets it loose. 

Just for fun to catch't again : 
Lassies, greenin' for a hoose, 

Shudna try sic tricks on men." 



A COLLEGER. 
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Willie winna do to wag 
His head atour a poopit; 

Grace may o' the ithers brag; 
O' him I aye hae dootit. 

Fa' o' fun as egg o' meat. 
And wanting douceness sadly, 

Tears he forces spite o' f ate. 
He gars us lauch sae madly. 

Whar he hides awa' his lair, 
It beats me to imagine: 

Oin there's room for ony mair, 
I'm no a hand at gaugin'. 

For his lair I tak' his word ; 

Losh, it's little o'd I see : 
Willie likes the kye to hurd, 

Keepin' Annie companie. 
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Mair nor me she kens o' lair; 

She says his readin's awfu* : 
Weel I wot that they're a pair, 

Wha think that cheating's lawfu 

Gin it's only me they cheat 

Wr tellin' lees an' daffin', 
Am I sic a fule as greet 

Sin' they at me are laffin'. 

But the ministers maun ken 
Oin he understaunds a book ; 

They're a' sic unco learned men, 
Stock they tak' just wi' a look. 

Ay the laddie's college bred: 
Hoo he deaves me wi' his Greek 

Gin I ask him what he's read, 

Losh, his tongue's aye in his cheek. 

''Greek it winna do to turn, 

An' in the English read it, 
Words that live an' thochts that bum"- 

1 nether mind nor heed it. 

Annie lauchs an' whiles grows red, 
She keuB what Willie's sayin' : 

Silly hens, frae nest'in' fled. 
Tell a' that hear they're layin*. 
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Ck>llege isna like a scale ; 

Lads an' lassies there maun learn : 
Doon oome tawse on ilka fule ; 

lickins', gin they will, they earn. 

Fan an' pranks are Ck>llege lair, 

An' tawse are no the fashion ; 
Students dinna work sae sair, 

Bat they'd improve wi' thrashin'. 

Willie didna pawn his books— 

O' them he hedna mony— 
Nor get lends upon his looks, 

Though he was aye thocht bonnie. 

Willie had a wee bit shell ; 

On Ck>llege flures he pat it : 
Hoo he made it squeal an' yell, 

When 'neath his sole he gat it. 

Owre the flure his f ute he drew, 
The nutshell skrieched an* gruntit, 

A' their flesh gaed in a grue, 
An' ilka pen was bhmtit. 

Wud an' leather an' a fute 

Kicked up sic a commotion : 
"Oh," was skrieched, an' then, "Tut, tut," 

At this new locomotion. 
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AS the paper gaed the pen ; 

The Dominie lost the place; 
Janitors cam* rinnin' ben; 

Sic a look on ilka face I 

Readin' stoppit frae the chair. 
An' looder aye the skirl gat ; 

Some anes cried, ''It is na fair**; 
Neebors askit, " Wha*s at that.** 

Had the lector' raised a ghaist, 
Cauld an' wizened like itsel*? 

Wes*t a laddie*s sent to taste 
Lecturs thae new teachers sell? 

Some sprang up ; and some jouked doon ; 

Some were fear'd; some were lafibi'; 
Maist were busy lookin' roon, 

An' askin' "What's this daflftn'?" 

Willie wes maist skeard o' a' ; 

Wha wud lay the wy1» on him? 
Gin he cud, he'd rin awa', 

But he cudna stir a limb. 

Hoo I lauch although Fm wae 

At the doited College men, 
In their poopits haverin' sae 

That they dinna laddies ken. 
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Siccan lees as haflins tell, 

Siccan tricks as haflins play, 
Dinna 'gree wi' Sabbath bell, 

Or in Kirk to preach an' pray. 

Haflinfl grow up to be men ; 

Men will mebbe get mair sense ; 
But Fm sure I dinna ken. 

Gin rd trust the future tense. 

College is an unco place 

For a callant gaen frae hame; 
Wull he gather gude an' grace, 

Or be but a mither's shame? 

Dominies haud oot their loofs. 

An' bid ye pey your money, 
At three guineas sellin' coofs 

Cheap sugar for dear honey. 

Oh, the coofs joost play them tricks, 

An' their honey dinna mind : 
Gin a lad their sugar licks, 

Casks," says he, "no bikes 1 find." 



« 



Coofs an' asses shud be sent 

Whar they'll get their money's worth. 
But a College shud tak' tent 

No to be their place o' birth. 
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Willie maun a poopit shun ; 

Feth ! He hesna grace nor lair : 
College is a scule for fun, 

Bocht wi* muckle cost an* care. 



Willie mauna hurd the kye, 
Nor mak' a brag he learns mair 

On the hill, when nane are bye: 
Is na Annie herdin' there? 



THE 
NEW 
FAITH. 
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A great gorilla, with his wife and child, 
Walked from a forest in an Af ric wild ; 
About its mother's neck the baby clung ; 
One arm around it she caressing flung. 

As king and queen they ruled Gorilla-land, 
For on their hind feet they could walk and stand; 
The heir apparent they were training then 
To spread Gorilla empire over men. 

He had been taught, by that kind mother's care, 
To pay resx)ect to her dishevelled hair. 
By a grasp that love much more expresses, 
Than with Angers hooking in her tresses. 

And with a club, wind-rended from a tree. 
This heir apparent would his father see 
Reap forests of their fruit, or apes chastise. 
Who dared his kingly majesty despise. 
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The husband, tempted by a dangling fruit» 
Or sight of unexpected toothsome root 
For bab/s use, or for his wife's delight, 
Of pleasing thought, but not of foe or flight. 

The animal within him still too strong, 
Not yet subdued— it sung a pleasant song. 
Which later sages called a sense of sin. 
And generations shed as snakes th^ir skin. 

Self-sacrifice this royal husband made; 
Worship at shrines of dawning love he paid ; 
The dim beginning of love's sweet career, 
As science proves and its detractors fear. 

His charges left, the forest he regained, 
While peace and pleasing in his bosom reigned; 
His hideous face he turned, and grinned or smiled; 
With kiss fantastic answered wife and child. 

Love was beginning, but had not evolved, 
Nor simple problems of expression solved, 
But pleaded poverty, that mind might pour 
From effort's savings' bank wealth's ample store. 

Baby and wife, in that delightful glade. 
Of antique days a family picture made. 
As charming as the sweetest idyll drawn 
Of cottage love and romps on cottage lawn. 
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Primeval man was in that scene pourtrayed, 
Eden perhaps was in that forest laid, 
Then was evolving fatherhood begun, 
And mothers their evolving course had run. 

Fondling the child she slipped it to her waist; 
Her shaggy bosom, like a target placed 
For marksman's exercise in mimic war. 
Invited ambushed shooter's ball from far. 

Hid in the thicket, careful aim he took; 

That mother's eye down his Express could look: 

But fear it had not, full was it of love, 

So full that she was crooning, "Little Dovel" 

A queen beside her royal lord and son 
Danger from ambushed kindred's sporting run ! 
The thing was past believing, passing thought ; 
Love ruled evolving, love gilds being's lot. 

For this is now our new Apostles' creed; 
Their novel faith's quick germinating seed; 
Who are proposing soon to organise 
For Afric apes a mission enterprise. 

"Shoot down the old, preserve the stainless young," 
Is sometimes whispered, and is sometimes sung: 
"Train them in culture's homes to speak and think ; 
You need not then search for a missing link." 
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A roar ! and with it ends this scene of joy, 
When men and bullets life and hope destroy; 
Dead on the sward, shot through the heart, she lay, 
Her baby fondling its dead mother's clay. 

By thunder startled, but all undismayed, 
His tenderness the husband's haste betrayed. 
As, from a hiding screen of biish and leaf. 
He rushed to share a wife and mother's grief. 

No coward he, of sacrifice afraid. 
Though with his life self-sacrifice were made ; 
A king, who scorned behind a tree to lurk. 
To do on kinsfolk mean assassins' work. 

In the open, fa!ce an enemy he would : 
Odds he counted uot; as a king he stood 
With nature's weapons to maintain his right. 
Whoever dared to challenge it in fight. 

He turned the body over, deemed it strange, 
That she with him no fondness would exchange; 
Then, stooping down appeared at her to ask. 
If loving ways she thus preferred to mask. 

For their departed thus gorillas weep ; 
Nor know they what is death, or swoon, or sleep 
A dirge for her he had begun to sing ; 
Throughout the forest other echoes ring. 
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Crack went a rifle I Lo I then another ; 
Dead the father lay beside the mother ! 
A livmg orphan lay between the two : 
An ambushed man his kindred foully slew. 

A 8i>ecimen he wanted of the growth 
The beast niight reach in mind and body both, 
If caught in youth* it were by science taught 
To rule its actions into reasoned thought. 

To whom should he young Hopeful now consign? 
Where best evolve this spark of life divine? 
To Glasgow should the foreign prince be sent, 
A ''College Orphanage" for such was meant. 

There, science and divinity combine 
To catch the glimmer of a light divine, 
And fix the time when apes, becoming men, 
Lay clubs aside, and grasp instead a pen. 
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